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PROLOGUE 


Should  you  ask  me  whence  these  stories, 
Whence  these  slams  and  roasts  and  write-ups 
With  the  odor  of  the  "dog-house," 
With  the  dew  and  damp  of  Physics, 
With  the  curling  smoke  of  pipe  dreams. 
With  the  jokes  of  Dr.  Bishop 

With  their  frequent  repetitions  and  their  wild  reverberations 

Like  the  planer  down  in  wood  shop; 

I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you, 

From  the  class  room  and  the  office. 

From  the  dreary  waste  of  lunch  room. 

From  the  haunts  of  Mr.  Comstock, 

From  the  den  of  Mr.  Evans, 

From  the  chapel,  halls  and  basement, 

(Home  of  Lyman,  Freshman  chaser) 

We  repeat  them  as  we  heard  them 

From  the  lips  of  Schweitzer,  roaster. 

The  Editor. 
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DEDICATION 


WE  RESPECTFULLY  dedicate  this  book  to 
Dr.  Frederic  L.  Bishop,  in  apprecia- 
tion of  many  years  labor  in  behalf  of  the  students. 


Frederic  Lendall  Bishop,  Ph.  D. 
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The  Faculty 
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Vhe  (Bradley  Qirl 


Seniors 


NAUGHTY  NINE! 
RIGHT  IN  LINE!! 
MIGHTY  FINE!!! 
NAUGHTY    NINE !!!! 


Officers 

President  -  -  -  -  ROBERT  Plowe 
Vice-President  -       -       -        EDITH  LOVE 

Secretary  -  -  -  BERTHA  BAUGHMAN 
Treasurer  _       _       -       -     MARRS  SHOOP 
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Robert  Plowe,  Engineering       _       -       -      Peoria,  111. 


Bertha  BAUGHMAN,  Literature     -       -         Peoria,  111. 


Irene  C.  Lidle,  Science      -       -       -       -      Peoria,  III, 


ERMA  DoNATHEN,  Literature  -       -       -         Peoria,  111. 


Lucius  A.  Fritze,  Engineering    -       -       -     Peoria,  111. 


Peoria,  111. 


William  H.  Hudson,  Engineering  -        Peoria,  111. 


Harry  E.  Schweitzer,  Scierice        -      -   Peoria,  111. 


MeLITTA  Margaret,  Classics       -       -        Peoria,  111. 


Vivian  Boniface.  Literature       -       -       -    Peoria,  111. 


Frederick  G.  LinDEBURG,  Engineering     -     Peoria,  111. 


David  E.  Harris,  Science       .       _       .      Seward,  111. 


Constance  C.  Heckman,  Science     -       -     Peoria,  111. 


Louise  M.  HelmboLD,  Classics       -       -        Peoria,  111. 


William  M.  ShooP,  Literature   -       -       -     Peoria,  111. 


Edward  M.  Munns,  Engineering 


Peoria,  III. 


GROVER  BAUMGARTNER,  Literature     -       -    Peoria,  111. 


Anna  BibO,  Literature        _       _       _       _       Peoria,  111. 


Hazel  Brown,  Literature    -       -       -       -    Peoria,  111. 


Fred  Causey,  Science       -       -       _       .       Pekin,  111. 
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BERNADETTE  CASHIN,  Literature         -       -    Peoria,  111. 


Hugh  Cooper,  Science      -       -       -       -       Peoria,  111. 


Roy  a.  Keller,  Engineering        _       -       -    Peoria,  111. 


Susan  Kellogg,  Literature       -       -       -       Peoria,  111. 


Marie  A.  KNAPP,  Literature 


Pekin,  111. 


Merrill  I.  SCHNEBLY,  Classics        -       -        Peoria,  111. 


Frank  WeRCKLE,  Engineering      -       -       -    Peoria,  111. 


Edward  Gushing,  Engineering        -       -       Peoria,  111. 


Carl  PfefFINGER,  Science  -       -       -    Peoria,  111. 
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Treasurer 
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25—  CLEDA  M.  KEAS 
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HAROLD  W.  WAGNER 
BENJAMIN  PFEIFFER 
GEISERT  A.  HOWARD 
JOHN  MINTON 
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The  Junior  Class 


Failure 


T  SIT  and  watch  the  flames  go  dancing  up 

The  chimney,  from  their  bed  of  glowing  coals; 
Without,  I  hear  the  dull  drips  of  rain 
On  roof  and  window-panes;  and  now  and  then 
The  rustling  of  some  tree,  as  if  it  would 
Protest  against  its  load  of  heavy  drops. 
And  as  I  watch  and  listen,  half-asleep, 
The  thot  occurs  to  me,  how  like  the  flames 
My  own  endeavors  spring  from  glowing  hopes 
And  plans  of  success;  and  how  they,  too, 
Dance  gaily  for  a  time  that's  all  too  brief, 
Only  to  vanish,  swallowed  up  by  some 


Dark  chimney,  overlooked  in  eagerness 

To  reach  the  goal.    Or  if,  perchance. 

No  chimney  intervenes,  cold,  heartless  words 

Like  steady  drops  of  rain,  drip  down  and  quench 

The  gleaming  tongues  that  flared  so  bravely  up. 

My  protests  seem  in  vain,  for,  like  the  leaves 

That  droop  and  quiver  underneath  the  rain, 

For  ev'ry  drop  I  resolutely  try 

To  shake  away,  a  hundred  more  descend 

In  pitiless  succession,  till  at  last 

Amid  the  glowing  bed  of  hopes  and  plans 

I  scarce  can  fine  one  spark  to  urge  me  on. 

Vivian  Boniface,  '09 
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The  Class  of  1910." 


jVTOW  we  are  known  as  haughty  Juniors,  but  what  trials  and  tribu- 
*■  ^  lations  we  have  gone  thru  in  the  intermediate  stages  leading 
to  that  exalted  height.  To  those  of  us  who  have  gone  the  whole 
distance  within  these  walls,  that  period  of  turbulence,  known  as  the 
Freshman  year,  is  only  a  very  faint  memory.  But  as  we  ponder 
over  that  time,  recalling  incident  after  incident,  the  memory  is  as  a 
whole  a  most  pleasing  one. 

In  the  first  place  we  have  reason  to  be  proud  of  our  having  in 
our  midst,  at  that  time,  such  a  large  number  of  people  who  have 
made  themselves  prominent  in  the  records  of  great  achievements  at 
Bradley.  Of  course  most  of  them  were  in  the  insignificant  em- 
bryo state  of  Freshmen.  I  say  most  of  them,  because  Ed.  Lidle 
wasn't.  Football  season  had  started  before  school  did,  and  "Red" 
in  his  mole  skins  was  already  well  on  the  road  to  fame.  However 
in  his  actions  in  school,  he  was  as  meek  as  the  humblest  Fresh. 

Among  those  who  were  unheralded  and  unsung  were  little 
"Benjie"  Pfeiffer,  who  has  since  blossomed  into  a  football  hero  and 
general  manager  of  renown,  and  "Pig,"  now  known  as  Roy  Carson, 
who  since  his  second  year  has  annually  donned  a  Bradley  baseball 
uniform  and  distinguished  himself  as  a  graceful  catcher  of  flies. 
Gordon  Kellar  began  early  to  manifest  the  qualities,  which  were  to 
make  him  the  present  TecH  editor.  Lester  Mason,  a  rugged 
bunch  of  muscle,  had  not  yet  become  aware  of  the  prowess  which 
was  to  make  him  the  plunging  fullback  and  football  captain. 

Before  going  further,  something  must  be  said  about  the  girls. 
In  regard  to  this  charming  part  of  the  class,  it  is  sufficient  to  say 
that  that  unsurpassed  organization  of  delightful  femininity,  the  jolly 
seven,  belong  to  the  class  of  1910. 


A  few  forced  acquaintances  with  the  cactus  were  made  by 
several  of  the  innocents  that  year.  The  chief  result  of  this  hazing 
by  the  pompous  "Sophs"  was  to  cultivate  the  habit  among  the 
Freshmen  of  going  into  the  solemn  confines  of  the  library  for  safety. 
This  habit  has  stuck  and  to  this  day  the  members  of  1910  have 
cherished  an  unusual  affection  for  the  library  and  its  book  lore 
That  was  the  last  year  in  which  the  Freshies  were  allowed  to  roam 
at  will.  The  sight  of  detachments  of  rollicking  children,  happy  in 
their  freedom  from  restraint,  making  too  frequent  trips  to  Hamil- 
ton's, other  groups  playing  tennis  and  baseball  and  still  others  strol- 
ling in  the  direction  of  cool  and  shady  nooks,  thrust  the  duty  upon 
the  faculty  of  providing  study  rooms  for  Freshmen. 

As  Sophomores  we  enjoyed  hazing  Freshmen  immensely.  About 
the  time  we  were  having  the  most  fun  tho,  Dr.  Wyckoff  called  a 
division  meeting  and  we  heard  the  oft  repeated  words  in  a  warning 
voice.  Thereafter  the  Freshmen  wandered  about  in  a  most  im- 
pudent manner,  without  being  molested  in  the  least  (noticeably.) 
It  is  a  fact  to  be  regretted  that  since  then  the  proper  attention  has 
not  been  given  to  our  incoming  yearlings. 

We  then  passed  into  two  years  of  oblivion,  but  we  were  actively 
engaged  in  affairs  incidental  to  our  higher  uplifting  during  this  time. 
It  was  in  the  third  year  that  Ed.  Donley  was  promoted  to  us  from 
High  School.  Ed's  rapid  rise  began  soon  after  his  arrival  and  he 
reached  his  highest  point  on  Jan.  29th,  '09.  It  was  a  position  he 
could  retain  only  a  few  seconds,  because  the  wind  was  blowing  a 
gale  and  the  pole  was  coated  with  ice.  But  when  he  came  down 
he  brought  something  of  the  Senior's  with  him. 

Then  came  the  time  for  us  to  take  the  Academic  Certificate  and 
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enter  college.  The  convocation  went  off  in  much  the  usual  man- 
ner. We  were  much  impressed  with  the  solemness  of  the  occasion 
and  the  foretaste  of  what  was  coming  in  two  years.  But  the  ordi- 
nary trend  of  affairs  was  ended  there  and  something  was  pulled  off 
which  was  unparalleled  in  the  history  of  the  Institute.  We  went 
on  an  all  night  tally-ho  ride  and  vied  with  the  Seniors  and  Juniors 
in  the  fun  we  had,  in  spite  of  their  efforts  to  nip  our  plans  in  the  bud. 

The  great  spirit  of  1910  was  made  manifest  a  few  days  before 
graduation.  First  an  indistinct  longing  crept  thru  the  class  to  do 
something  with  a  rush,  and  wake  up  the  class  of  Seniors  to  a  realiza- 
tion that  the  coming  Juniors  were  alive  and  wanted  everybody  to 
know  it.  On  Wednesday,  June  17,  the  class  met  in  the  Physics 
Lecture  room  to  organize  temporarily  and  launch  their  plans.  All 
we  needed  was  a  treasurer  and  Floyd  Sanford,  who  had  come  to  us 
at  the  beginning  of  the  fourth  year,  was  given  the  job.  He  was 
such  a  good  custodian  of  the  enormous  sum  raised  that  he  was 
given  the  position  permanently  this  year. 

We  decided  to  have  a  wild  ride  around  town  and  go  out  in  the 
country  to  have  a  midnight  lunch.  The  affair  came  off  as  planned, 
only  it  proved  more  delightful  than  was  expected.  Immediately 
after  the  graduation  exercises,  twenty-five  strong,  we  started  out  on 
our  first  Junior  "stunt."    It  is  necessary  to  relate  the  ride  up  Grand 


View  Drive,  and  our  luncheon  in  Brown's  Pasture  at  2  A.  M.,  with 
a  billboard  for  a  table  and  a  full  moon  to  add  to  the  general  effect. 
That  was  the  way  in  which  we  entered  upon  our  college  career. 

In  the  Fall  of  1908,  we  found  on  returning  to  school,  that 
several  of  our  classmates  in  the  academy,  had  left  us.  Julia  Voor- 
hees,  Natalia  Jobst  and  Irene  Schertz  were  the  girls  missing,  while 
we  lost  Nevius  Ballance,  Frank  Huber,  Ed.  Lidle,  Carl  Paul,  Aaron 
Philips,  Earl  Smith,  Henry  Truitt  and  Oscar  Sieberns  from  the 
ranks  of  the  boys.  To  make  up  this  loss  in  numbers  tho,  we  had 
twenty-four  members  join  us  this  year. 

We  organized  and  elected  officers  the  first  day  and  have  gone 
along  swimmingly.  We  broke  another  record  too,  in  getting  our 
class-pins  before  Christmas.  I  might  say  that  six  mainstays  of  the 
football  team,  Conway,  Clark,  Miller,  Pfeiffer,  Millen  and  Mason, 
were  of  the  class  of  '10. 

Pretty  good,  eh.?  I  could  enter  into  a  long  discourse  on  the 
varied  personal  accomplishments  of  our  class,  but  this  story  is  told 
on  the  other  pages  of  this  book  and  besides  the  editor  of  this 
Polyscope  is  a  Senior  and  it  might  unnerve  him  for  his  task  if  he 
had  to  recall  what  they  had  to  contend  against.  Just  read  the  list 
of  Juniors  and  keep  their  names  in  mind  while  you  look  thro  the 
book. 

Harry  Klotz,  '10. 


Normal  Class 

Carroll  W.  ANGIER           .           .           _  _  President 

Annette  FulfoRD        .          .          .  .  Vice-President 

Cora  B.  Miller                 _          _          _  .          _  Secretary 

Harold  E.  EverlY       _          -          _  -          -  Treasurer 
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Carroll  W.  AngieR,  Manual  Training    Litchfield,  Minn. 

"Dignity  and  reserve  are  two  of  the  graces  which  he 
possesses." 


Ella  C.  WeSTLAKE,  Manual  Training       Springfield,  111. 
"She's  little,  but  Oh  my!" 


Bertha  Case,  Domestic  Science        -       -       Peoria,  111. 
"That  cool  possession  of  herself." 


AUGUSTO  Hidalgo,  Manual  Training      -      Manila,  P.  I. 
"Let's  not  do  today  what  could  be  done  tomorrow." 


Bristol  E.  Wing,  Manual  Training       Muskegon,  Mich. 

"In  every  deed  of  mischief  he  had  a  heart  to  resolve,  a 
head  to  continue,  and  a  hand  to  execute." 


Edward  Kurtz,  Manual  Training         -         OIney,  III. 

"Dignity  and  reserve  are  two  of  the  graces  which  he 
possesses." 


Etta  May  Allison,  Domestic  Science     -       Lerna,  III. 
"She  is  not  conscious  of  her  worth." 


Annette  FulfoRD,  Domestic  Science       -        Peoria,  111. 
"Her  heart  is  not  in  her  work — it  is  somewhere  else." 


Eleanor  CoEN,  Manual  Training  -         Normal,  111. 

"Be  to  her  virtues  very  kind, 
Be  to  her  faults  a  little  blind." 


Harry  Glenn  Bowers,  Man.  Tr.   Sault  St.  M  arie,  Mich. 

"A  'good  fellow'  with  what  that  implies." 


Olive  ADELE  BALCKE,  Domestic  Science    -    Quincy,  111, 
"As  welcome  as  the  showers  to  the  April  flowers." 


Ralph  Gordon  MILLEN,  Manual  Training   Biggsville,  111. 

"His  heart  was  the  only  vulnerable  spot  of  this  modern 
Samson." 


Robert  C  Craig,  Manual  Training        -         Peoria,  111, 
"Much  might  be  said  if  one  could  read  his  mind." 


George  F.  HuttER,  Manual  Training     Wilkes  Barre,  Pa. 

"There  never  was  but  one  good  co-ed  and  she's  left 
school.    Why  don't  the  mail  man  come?" 


Harold  EveRLY,  Manual  Training       -        Wenona,  111. 
"Thy  modesty's  a  candle  to  thy  merit." 


E.  R.  THOMPKINS,  Manual  Training     -     Bloomington,  111. 

"Too  late  he  stayed — forgive  the  crime; 
Unheeded  flew  the  hours." 


Stella  Shields,  Manual  Training         -         Monon,  Ind. 

"High  flights  has  she  and  wit  and  will 
And  so  her  tongue  is  seldom  still." 


Margaret  Waters,  Domestic  Science   Terre  Haute,  Ind. 
"Her  voice  was  ever  soft,  gentle  and  low." 


Cora  B.  Miller,  Domestic  Science        -        Toulon,  111. 
"Most  dangerous  are  quiet  folk." 


William  Dennis  McLemore,  Man.  Tr.  Mason  City,  111. 

"Eureka  did  you  say  ?    It  seems  so  near  and  yet  so  far. 


Edwin  ATHELSTEIN  Ross,  Manual  Training     Addison,  111. 


Florence  RITTER,  Domestic  Science       Williamsport,  Pa. 


George  F.  FoTH,  Manual  Training 


Jersey  City,  N.  J. 


Vernon  C.  SAYER,  Manual  Training 


Pasadena,  Cal. 


Robert  J.  Smith,  Manual  Training 

R.  G.  BILGER,  Manual  Training 
"Aint  I  the  mustard." 


Ruston,  La. 
Cincinnati,  Ohio 


Bertha  BAUGHMAN,  Domestic  Science 

"Her  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn, 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn." 


Peoria,  111. 


Recollections  of  the  Past 


By  Augi 

/\  S  WE  look  over  the  time  since  we  first  met  in  the  tower  on  a 
^  ^  sunny  September  day,  we  cannot  help  realizing  how  in  the 
midst  of  our  heavy  work  there  has  been  something,  now  and  then, 
that  has  lightened  our  hearts  and  brightened  the  day. 

You  remember  the  day  in  design  class  when  we  were  told  that  a 
spot  has  size,  shape,  color  and  intensity;  how  this  spot  can  be 
modified  by  changing  one  or  more  of  its  properties,  leaving  the 
others  unchanged;  or  by  changing  them  all?  It  was  our  first 
lesson  in  design  and,  like  all  first  lessons,  it  had  something  funny 
about  it.  Surely  you  have  not  forgotten  how  later,  when  making 
the  intensity  scale,  we  were  tought  to  close  our  eyes  and  see — 
something  you  do  not  learn  anywhere  else  in  the  whole  United 
States.  And  you  must  remember  too  how  Rocky  in  an  evil  hour 
produced  a  wonderful  "punk"  floral  design;  how  he  was  encour- 
aged by  the  teacher  saying,  "You  work  too  hard,"  meaning  that 
his  lines  were  visciously  stiff.    You  heard,  perhaps.  Miss  Mickel 

ask,  one  day,  "Is  this  an  original  design,  Mr.  ?"  "Ches 

mam  ches,"  was  the  reply,  altho  the  design  in  question  was  copied 
from  one  of  the  teacher's  own  drawings. 

In  the  elementary  hand  work  class,  furnishing  the  doll  house; 
building  railroads,  bridges,  churches,  school  houses  and  other 
houses  on  the  sand  table;  how  these  employments  recalled  to  us 
those  years,  long  ago  when  we  were  young.  For  some  of  us  are 
quite  old,  with  the  exception  of  one  or  two  whose  scalps  produce 
remarkably  poor  vegetation  on  account  of  frequent  eruptions  of 
heated  gases  thru  the  pores  of  their  over  estimated  craniums. 

In  the  work  with  Mr.  Van  we  learned  the  different  properties 
of  woods  and  the  trees  they  come  from,  their  leaves,  their  flowers 
and  their  fruits.  It  was  in  this  class  that  Millen  informed  us 
that  the  dog-wood  flower,  which  he  saw,  was  red.    His  statement 


Hidalgo 

was  true  but  it  was  a  case  of  color  reflection. 

In  the  seventh  and  eighth  grade  work.  Van  said  one  day' 
"Here  Clarke  has  a  working  drawing  that  is  unique  in  its 
character.    It  suggests  the  coat  hanger."    Miss  Westlake  had  a 
drawing  of  a  foot  stool  which  was  a  specimen  of  the  touch-me 
not. 

Miss  Where  is  my  Key  complained  that  those  horses  in  the 
wood  shop  were  notvery  steady  because,  as  she  sat  on  one  of  them, 
suddenly  she  found  herself  seated  on  the  floor. 

Donaldson  made  a  record  for  himself  by  attempting  a  half 
inch  cut  on  the  planer.  At  a  class  meeting  when  Hidalgo  was 
advocating  equal  rights  for  men  and  women,  he  was  laid  on  the 
table.  While  visiting  the  Corning  distillery,  some  young  ladies 
started  on  the  return  trip  earlier  than  the  rest  because  President 
Angier  and  Doctor  Thompkins  chose  to  take  a  stroll  back  to  the 
hills.  Wing  tried  to  persuade  his  Right  Bower  that  he  was  not 
in  the  least  bit  affected  by  the  negative  liberality  of  Mr.  Corning. 
After  bumming  for  half  an  hour  around  the  town.  Wing  and 
Company  boarded  the  West  Bluff  car.  Wing  soon  gave  way  to 
slumber  even  in  front  of  the  fair  damsels  on  the  seat  opposite 
him.    His  head  was  tired. 

Recollect  Petchy's  former  dislike  for  northern  girls;  Rockwell's 
widely  known  talk  on  "The  girl  I'm  going  to  marry,"  at  a 
Sunday  School  oyster  supper;  and  Kurtz's  sense  of  practicalness, 
shown  by  his  renouncing  his  seat  at  the  banquet  and  choosing  to 
stay  in  the  kitchen  with  the  cook.  And  so  it  is  on  down  the  in- 
terminable list  of  accomplishments  attained  and  other  things 
perpertrated  inside  and  outside  the  school  walls  by  the  '09 
Manual  Training  Normal  Class. 
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Who  Swiped  the  Cow-juice?" 


y^LL  was  quiet  as  death  in  the  realms  of  the  paper  dolls.  But 
the  air  was  thick  with  mystery  and  dark  plotting,  as  four 
villainous  Normalites  stealthily  stole  down  to  the  chapel  roof. 
Their  hearts  were  steeped  in  the  wild  desire  to  do  some  awful  thing 
and  have  some  awful  adventure.  There  was  blood  on  the  moon. 
Stealthily,  stealthily,  hissing  mighty  oaths  between  their  clenched 
teeth,  the  four  terrors  fared  forth  in  quest  of  prey.  Darkness  over- 
spread the  heavens  and^  the  Horolog  clock  stopped.  There  was 
more  blood  on  the  moon.    Muttering  terrible  threats  of  dire  re- 


venge, did  the  awful  Normalites  go  forth  and  the  gale  whistled, 
shriekingly,  around  the  flag  pole.  And  there  was  still  more  blood 
on  the  moon.  A  death-like  pall  overhung  the  atmosphere.  The 
universe  trembled.  O  terrible  suspence!  An  awful  deed  is  about 
to  be  committed.  What  will  these  terrors  from  the  tower  do? 
It  is  awful,  awful,  awful. 

Alas!    Alas!    Oh  terror  of  terrors,  it  has  been  done.  They 
have  committed  the  awful  deed.    It  is  too  lace.    The  thing  is  done. 
(The  next  morning  the  cook  could 'nt  find  her  bottle  of  milk.) 
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Memories 


HEN  the  day  is  long  and  dreary 


And  the  wind  is  moaning  sadly 
As  it  hastens  in  its  flight — 

'Tis  then  I  think  the  thoughts 
That  take  me  far  away 
To  a  home  out  in  the  mountains 
Where  dark  is  the  light  of  day. 

Oh  there  the  deep  thick  forest 
Keeps  out  the  bright  sunshine, 
And  outside  the  wind  is  roaring 
Round  that  quaint  old  home  of  mine. 

I  can  see  the  old,  old  cabin. 
With  the  windows  rude  and  small 
And  the  heavy  chairs  and  table 
And  the  bunk  built  in  the  wall. 

I  can  see  the  open  fire-place. 
With  the  big  logs  all  ablaze. 
Lighting  up  the  rough  bare  room 
With  their  bright  but  wavering  rays. 

I  can  see  it  clearly  now 
As  if  it  were  yesterday 
That  I  left  that  dear  old  place 
And  came  far,  far  away. 

'Twas  but  a  little  home. 

And  I  was  but  a  lad. 

But  as  I  sit  here  dreaming, 

The  remembrance  makes  me  glad. 


And  the  sun  is  hid  from  sight. 


C.  A., 
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Alpha  Pi 


Alpha  Pi 
Alpha  Chapter 


Color— PURPLE.  Faculty  Advisor— WALES  HARRISON  PACKARD 

Active  Members 

1  ROBERT  PLOWE,  '09  5    ROY  PORTER  CARSON,  '10 

2  ROY  AVERY  KELLER,  '09  6    GEORGE  GORDON  KELLAR,  '10 

3  GLENN  MAYNARD  EBAUGH,  '09  7    PAUL  THOMPSON  WELLES,'  '10 

4  ROBERT  CLIFTON  CRAIG,  '09  8    RALPH  MILLEN,  '10 

9    ROGER  SCHENCK,  '11 


Fratres  in  Urbe 

FRED  BAILEY  BOURLAND  GEORGE  RICHARD  MAC  CLYMENT 

MARK  WENTWORTH  COWELL  MAURICE  SEIBERT  MEEKER 

SYDNEY  BREESE  CUTRIGHT  ALFRED  DE  SHON  RADLEY 

ALFRED  WILSON  HARRIS  ALBERT  TRIEBEL 

CHARLES  HEBARD  LYON  GEORGE  R.  WHEELOCK 

RALPH  WADSWORTH  WHEELOCK 
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Phi  Lambda  Xi 


Phi  Lambda  XI 
Beta  Chapter 


lors-BLACK  AND  MAROON.  Faculty  Advisor-JOSEPH  BiCKLE 

Active  Members 

1  HUGH  COOPER  3    RALPH  SEYMOUR 

2  JOHN  H.  KUHL,  JR.  4   JOSEPH  BATCHELDER 


EDWIN  PAGE 

DEAN  PROCTOR 
EDWIN  OAKFORD 

HARRY  WARD 
NELSON  SWEETSER 

WILLIAM  JACK 
FRANK  MURRAY 

GEORGE  FLETCHER 
FRANK  HASBROUCK 

DAN  HALL 
ROBERT  OFF 

FRED  SCHIPPER 
ROSCOE  KELLER 

CHARLES  MILLER 
JOSEPH  CANFIELD 

EARL  SMITH 
JAY  SWENT 


Alumni  Chapter 

CHARLES  FISCHER 
WILLARD  MOSHER 

FRED  FABER 
EDWARD  MILLER 

ROBERT  TURNER 
ALBERT  ALBERTSON 

JOHN  WILSON 
DELOSS  S.  BROWN 

LAWRENCE  FARLEY 
HOWARD  MELLOW 

GEORGE  RAMSEY 
GRANT  MILES 

FRANK  MORRILL 
RALPH  MERCER 

CHARLES  SCHAUMLEFFLE 
HARRY  MERCER 

HAYO  BLOCK 


FRED  KRAEMER 

ROY  U.  TYSON 
CHARLES  VANCE 

CHARLES  MEYERS 
JAMES  C.  HAYWARD 

HOWARD  NEWELL 
JOHN  SULLIVAN 

PHILIP  HORTON 
JOHN  OLLIVER 

HERBERT  WILLIAMS 
RICHARD  PEDRICK 

HARRY  VAN  TASSEL 
WILLIAM  WADDELL 

EARL  VAN  TASSEL 
MILES  FULLER 

DONALD  WILEY 
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Sigma  Tau  Beta 


II 


Colors— GOLD  AND  BLACK. 


Sigma  Tau  Beta 

Faculty  Advisor,  CHARLES  TRUMAN  WyCKOFF 


Active  Members 

1  BENJAMIN  PFEIFFER,  '09  4    DAWSON  BRANDE,  '12 

2  EDGAR  DONLEY,  '09  WILLIAM  BENNETT,  '09 

3  JAMES  AYLWARD,  '12  5    RAYMOND  TAYLOR,  '10 


Alumni  Chapter 


JOSEPH  E.  GREER 
RAY  A.  BIRCHFIELD 
EARNEST  E.  DICKISON 
FRANK  H.  JACK,  JR. 
GEORGE  W.  BRYAN,  JR. 
FRANK  W.  PARR 
ELMER  G.  HUFFMAN 
GEORGE  B.  EMERY 
MERLE  O.  SLANE 
OSCAR  O.  BORG 
GENERAL  C.  HUDSON 
ROSCOE  D.  GREER 
ROBERT  W.  WANSBROUGH 
HARVEY  E.  HINES 
CLAUD  N.  NOACH 
GILES  C.  KEITHLEY 
EDWIN  JAMES  DONLEY 
VERNON  C.  WEAR 


EARL  C.  TAYLOR 
WILLIAM  T.  WHITING 
GEORGE  H.  ANDERSON 
CHARLES  P.  ISELE 
THOMAS  J.  COOPER 
ARTHUR  T.  SMITH 
ROY  W.  HELM 
ROBERT  H.  WOOD 
LESLIE  A.  HEGLER 
WILLIAM  H.  PARKER 
ALLEN  E.  PROCTOR 
EUGENE  A.  SCHNELLBACHER 
ROSS  P.  SEATON 
EUGENE  C.  KENYON 
RICHARD  T.  CULTER 
ROLLY  J.  HANDBURY 
ALLEN  D.  CAMPBELL 


ROLLY  B.  KING 
CARL  H.  BLOCK 
ROBERT  M.  EWING 
WARD  I.  WALKER 
CLIFFORD  J.  OFF 
HARTLEY  G.  CLARK 
WALTER  B.  OFF 
HOWARD  M.  KEENE 
WILLIAM  B.  EWING 
CHARLES  P.  FOOTE 
WALTER  A.  RHEA 
JOSEPH  J.  HAYWARD 
WALTER  A.  WOOD 
JAMES  A.  WOOD 
JOSEPH  P.  BIRCHFIELD 
OLIVER  M.  ARTES 
GEORGE  W.  FULKS 
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Delta  Gamma  Delta 


Delta  Gamma  Delta 


Color— LEMON.  Flower-FORGET-ME-NOT.  Faculty  Advisor— COMMY 


Active  Chapter 

EDWARD  ALEXANDER  SMYTHE  GUSHING 
ROYAL  ARCHIBALD  KELLER 
WILLIE  BALLROOM  HUDSON 


Alumni  Chapter 
HAROLD  LANCASTER  LACKERSTEEN 

Prater  in  Facultate 
"  BISH,"  SR. 

Ornery  member 
DR.  CHARLES  TRUMAN  WYCKOFF 


YELL: 


Beryllium,  Zirconium, 

Aqua  Regia! 
Delta  Damma  Delta, 

Rah!    Rah!!  Rah!!! 


'Phone,  Main  36 
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■  I 


Colors— GREEN  AND  GOLD. 


LOUISE  LEONARD  DANFORTH 

FLORENCE  STETSON  HAZARD 

GERTRUDE  SEWARD  SCHRADER 

GEORGIA  RIDER 

GRACE  SEIBERLING 

HAZEL  PAGE 

NATALIA  JOBST 

ELLEN  AVERY 
MABLE  SLANE 
LUCY  PROCTOR 
LUCY  MOLL 
FRANCES  AVERY 
ELIZABETH  RIDER 
ALICE  GOSS 
KATE  BUCK 
ETHEL  HATFIELD 
LOUISE  MILES 
WINIFRED  JOHNSON 


Omicron  Kappa  Kappa  Kappa 

Flower-JONQUIL.  Faculty  Advisor-M ARGARET  McLaugHLIN 

Active  Members 
1    MARIE  ALMEA  KNAPP,  '09 

2    MARGUERITE  RICHMOND,  '10 
3    AMY  KEITHLEY,  '10 

4   MARTHA  DOSSE  TRIEBEL,  '10 
5    ELIZABETH  LETETIA  ESTEP,  '09 

6    MYRTLE  MAY  LEININGER,  '10 
7    RUTH  LILLIAN  COOPER,  '10 


Alumni  Chapter 
MARY  HUBBELL 
LUCILE  BATCHELDER 
ITALENE  PEDRICK 
ETTA  SPALDING 
VONA  RITCHIE  BROWN 
GRACE  KELLOGG  HESS 
VERA  HALE 
MARY  CAMP 

LUCILE  CREVES  MURRAY 
HELEN  HOPKINSON  HUNGERFORD 
ADA  WANSBROUGH  PROCTOR 
THEODOSIA  POWELL 
SADIE  SUTTON  GABLE 
ELIZABETH  ROADSTRUM 
LILLIAN  PARKER  KEENE 
MARIE  FRANK  HARRIS 
GLADYS  CORNING  LOVELACE 
HELEN  MILLS 

SOROR  IN  FACULTATE 
GRACE  EATON  HAUK 


BERNICE  HALL 
MABLE  KENNEDY 
ELIZABETH  RADLEY  LUTHY 
HAZEL  SCHOLL 
MYRA  VANCE 
MARGUERITE  SMITH 
LOUISE  PETERS 
ERMA  SEATON 
ELISE  TRIEBEL 
ANNA  BLOCK 
ELIZABETH  FABER 
OLIVE  KEITHLEY 
BERTHA  HOLSTMAN 
JESSIE  RUTHERFORD 
ANNA  STREIBICH 
ANNA  RICH 
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LAMBDA  PHI 


Lambda  Phi 


Color — LAVENDER.  Flower— VTOT  FT  i.    aj  ■  ,  _ 

fjuwer   \iKJL.i^i.  acuity  Advisor— Katherine  Fedora  Walters 

Active  Members 

1    ELLEN  ALICE  MUIR,  '08  6    UNA  MAY  GARRETT  '11 

■      ,  DONATHEN,  '09  7    ETHEL  MABLE  SUMMERS,  '10 

3    ELEANOR  COEN,  '09  8    VIVIAN  BONIFACE-  '09 

4    MYRTLE  LEININGER,  '10  9    LOUISE  DE  LENT  '10 

5    IRENE  CAROLINE  LIDLE,  '09  10    IRMA  M.  MOSCHEL,  '10 

NELL  HODGES,  '10 

SORORES  IN  FACULTATE 
BERTHA  MAY  SCULLIN 


Alumni  Chapter 

NETTIE  JOBST  SARAH  JANET  GRANT  MRS  LILLIAN  SIlMMPRS  tamqtt 

BESSIE  MILES  RAPP  MYRTLE  FRANCIS  LAURA  PRIOR 

^^^A^Ai'i^^^oS^^^^^^^^  THEODOSIA  MARSHALL  VICKERY      VERA  RAILSBACK 

CLARA  KOCH  EDITH  WALTERS  KATHLEEN  COCKT  F 

FLOY  ELIZABETH  ROCKWELL  LOIS  IDA  CUTRIGHT  RUTH  STE^^ 

'''^'^SrACE^Ja^K^''  ^^^"-^  JASSIE  CANDEE  ARCHER 

""^F^OREnS  WILSON  COLE  ^^^^  "^^"^  ^^^^ 


61 


The  Gymnasium 

HAVE  you  seen  our  new  gymnasium, 
Which  is  not  yet  complete, 
That  has  so  long  been  a'buildin' 
On  the  lot  across  the  street  ? 
It  was  watched  by  all  the  students, 
We  have  often  heard  them  say, 
"There  really  was  a  new  stone 
Added  to  the  gym  today." 

'Twas  last  year  we  were  promised 
A  new  gym  in  the  Spring, 
And  we  thot  to  say  good  bye 
To  the  dog  house — worn  out  thing: 
But  our  hopes  were  wildly  shattered, 
When  March  arrived  once  more 
And  the  players  in  the  dog  house 
Crowded  thicker  than  before. 

But  when  the  gym  is  finished 
And  we  can  use  the  same, 
We'll  celebrate  it  nobly 
By  winning  every  game, 
And  could  the  students  name  it, 
Unanimous,  one  and  all, 
With  a  grand  old  celebration 
They'd  christen  it  Bishop  Hall. 

Charles  Atwood,  '10 
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TRAPPING  EXPEDITION 


JAMES  TRUMAN,  a  lad  of  about  eighteen  years,  Simon  Young, 
a  grizzled  old  scout,  and  I,  were  employed  in  the  late  fall  of 
1743  by  a  prosperous  Virginia  merchant,  to  cross  the  Appalachian 
Mountains  to  trap  and  hunt  wild  animals  for  their  skins.  A  relief 
expedition  was  to  be  sent  to  us  about  two  months  later. 

We  crossed  the  mountains  and  built  our  cabin,  set  our  traps,  and 
prepared  for  a  long  stay.  During  the  winter,  we  were  bothered 
several  times  by  the  Redskins  foraging  around  the  cabin  while  we 
were  out  tending  our  traps.  Finally  one  day  when  we  were  all 
away,  the  Indians  broke  into  the  cabin  and  stole  most  of  our  pro- 
visions. We  had  no  way  of  getting  more  until  the  relief  party 
arrived. 

The  next  day  the  scout  told  the  lad  and  me  to  watch  for  signs 
of  the  robbers  from  the  woods  near  the  cabin.  We  had  lain  in  the 
bushes  for  about  two  hours,  seeing  no  sign  of  the  thieves,  when 
suddenly  I  heard  a  twig  snap  behind  me,  and  turning,  found  myself 
face  to  face  with  six  Iroquois. 


Springing  to  my  feet  I  discharged  my  rifle  at  them,  but  they 
overpowered  us,  bound  us  hand  and  foot,  and  carried  us  into  the 
woods. 

After  being  carried  steadily  onward  for  about  an  hour  or  so,  I 
heard  sounds  that  indicated  that  we  were  nearing  the  Indian  village. 
We  soon  reached  it  and  were  immediately  thrust  into  a  wigwam, 
guarded  by  several  braves. 

We  had  been  in  there  but  a  few  moments,  when  an  Indian 
stalked  in  and  severing  the  bindings  of  our  feet,  said  in  broken 
English:  "White  man  come,  see  torture.  Mabbe  white  man  be 
tortured  tomorrow,  Ugh  !" 

Struggling  to  our  feet,  we  followed  our  captor  to  the  scene  of 
the  torture.  In  an  open  place  in  the  center  of  the  village,  were 
gathered  the  Indians,  seated  in  an  elongated  circle,  down  the  center 
of  which  were  piled  at  intervals,  several  brush  heaps,  ready  for 
lighting.  At  one  end  a  scaffold  had  been  built,  some  six  feet  from 
the  ground.    At  the  other  end  was  a  small  platform  upon  which 
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the  chiefs  were  seated  in  state.  The  lad  and  I  were  conducted  to 
this  platform  and  were  thus  able  to  see  plainly  all  the  details  of  the 
torture. 

We  were  scarcely  seated  when  an  opening  was  made  in  the 
throng  and  thru  it  came  the  prisoner,  a  Deleware  Chief,  with  an 
escort  of  about  thirty  braves.  He  strode  along  haughtily  in  their 
midst,  clad  in  a  magnificent  beaver  robe,  with  strings  of  polished 
shells  about  his  neck.  After  being  marched  about  so  that  all  might 
see  him,  the  prisoner  was  led  to  a  log  in  the  center  of  the  open  space, 
upon  which  food  had  been  placed.  As  his  hands  were  bound,  one 
of  the  chiefs  fed  him.  The  repast  finished,  the  remains  of  the  feast 
were  removed.  The  prisoner's  hands  were  loosed  and  a  hush  fell 
upon  the  savage  horde,  as  he  arose  to  sing  his  death  song. 

His  voice  now  quavering  in  a  weird  minor  cadence,  now  full  and 
strong  in  sonorous  monotone,  penetrated  to  the  farthest  ranks  of  his 
foes.  As  the  song  progressed  the  singer's  body  swayed  to  the  rythm 
of  his  voice.  The  swaying  of  the  body  became  more  rapid  as  he 
began  to  move  around  the  enclosure. 

One  by  one  the  fires  were  lighted,  and  each  individual  of  the 
mob,  arming  himself  with  a  piece  of  bark,  lighted  the  end  of  it,  and 
as  the  singer  (who  had  let  his  robe  fall  to  the  ground)  passed  along, 
his  tormenters  applied  the  blazing  bits  of  bark  to  his  flesh,  inflicting 
painful  burns.  The  victim  did  not  wince,  but  went  on  faster  and 
faster,  never  stopping  in  his  song. 

A  growing  excitement  moved  the  croud;  a  shout  of  delight  arose 
as  one  young  buck  ran  up  behind  the  prisoner  and  pressed  the  red- 
hot  head  of  an  axe  against  his  back;  the  sight  of  the  smoke  from  the 
burning  flesh,  and  the  odor  that  was  wafted  to  the  nostrils  of  the 
fiends,  set  them  in  a  wild  frenzy.  Gradually  the  lust  for  cruelty  in 
the  savage  breast  broke  beyond  restraint.    Now  one  goes  toward 


the  dancing  figure  and  tears  loose  a  finger  nail;  another,  coming  up 
from  behind,  cuts  his  flesh,  still  another  thrusts  a  pine  splinter  into 
his  shoulder  and  lights  it. 

At  length  the  prisoner's  vigor  shows  signs  of  exhaustion.  He 
stumbles  and  falls,  but  in  a  moment  he  is  up  again,  his  voice  rising 
higher  and  higher,  as  he  moves  more  quickly  aroung  the  enclosure. 
His  face  is  no  longer  recognizable.  Long  thorns  have  been  thrust 
into  his  cheeks  and  forehead,  and  masses  of  clotted  blood  hang  from 
his  eyebrows.  The  surface  of  his  torn  and  scorched  body  is  covered 
with  oozing  streams  of  blood.  Soon  he  staggers  and  falls  fainting. 
His  tormenters  sieze  him  and  lay  him  upon  the  hot  ashes  of  the  fires; 
the  pain  revives  him  and  he  jumps  up  and  struggles  on.  Again  he 
falls.  This  time  his  persecuters  pour  fresh  water  over  his  burns  and 
wounds,  some  one  holds  a  cup  of  water  to  his  lips,  the  refreshing 
coolness  recalls  more  to  life  and  misery.  He  is  dragged  up  the  steps 
of  the  scaffold  and  made  to  stand  erect,  his  arms  stretched  over,  and 
fastened  to  a  cross  piece,  thus  suspending  him  so  as  to  throw  his 
weight  upon  his  wrists. 

Pandemonium  breaks  loose.  A  crowd  of  yelping,  screaming, 
deamons  surrounds  the  scaffold.  The  prisoner  gazes  on  them  and 
a  smile  breaks  on  his  lacerated  lips,  as  with  eyes  glaring  with  hatred 
he  reviles  and  mocks  his  enemies. 

Heated  stones  are  placed  beneath  his  feet  and  boiling  water  is 
poured  over  him.  A  red-hot  iron  is  thrust  into  each  eye.  A  young 
buck  climbs  upon  the  cross-beam  and  deftly  scalps  him.  Finally, 
sightless,  and  quivering  in  awful  agony,  the  prisoner  summoned  his 
remaining  strength  to  gasp  out  one  last  defiance.  His  head  droops; 
a  shudder  runs  thru  him  and  a  chief  runs  forward  and  bares  the  still 
palpitating  heart,  with  a  quick  stroke  of  his  knife.  The  heart  is 
tossed  to  the  young  braves,  who  tear  it  into  tiny  pieces,  devouring  it 
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raw,  believing  that  in  so  doing  they  will  each  acquire  some  of  the 
bravery  of  the  dead  prisoner.  The  head  is  severed  and  laid  at  the 
feet  of  the  chief. 

Horrified  at  this  awful  sight,  I  turned  my  head  away  and  looked 
at  the  lad.  He  had  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  his  whole 
body  was  shaking  with  convulsive  sobs. 

The  Indian  who  had  led  us  to  the  torture,  now  came  up  and 
said  to  me,  "How  yu'  like  'em.i'  Mabbe  get  same  tomorrow." 
Shuddering,  we  were  led  back  to  the  wigwam. 

That  night,  as  I  lay  tossing  about  on  my  blanket,  I  heard  the  distant 
call  of  a  screech  owl.  This  was  the  signal  used  by  the  scout,  and  I 
now  believed  that  he  was  coming  to  help  me.  The  thot  was  very 
comforting  and  I  lay  all  thru  the  long  night  waiting  impatiently  for 
developments. 

However  nothing  more  happened  and  in  the  morning  a  guard 
came  and  took  the  lad  away.  All  through  the  day  I  waited  in  fear- 
ful expectation  for  them  to  come  and  lead  me  to  torture.  But  the 
day  passed  very  quietly  and  I  was  not  molested.  I  think  they  were 
waiting  for  the  return  of  some  of  the  braves  who  were  off  hunting. 


The  following  night  I  was  sitting,  wide  awake,  in  the  guarded 
wigwam  when  I  heard  a  slight  noise  behind  me.  Looking  over  my 
shoulder,  I  saw,  in  the  dim  light,  a  knife  carefully  cutting  the  bark 
of  the  wigwam.  It  was  the  scout  who  had  in  some  way  worked 
thru  the  guards  to  me.  He  cut  my  bonds  and  rubbed  my  numb 
wrists  and  ankles.  In  a  moment  we  crawled  thru  the  hole  and  be- 
gan to  creep  toward  the  woods.  It  seemed  to  me  that  we  were 
hours  covering  the  small  distance,  but  at  last  we  reached  shelter 
without  hearing  any  sounds  of  alarm  in  the  camp.  The  relief  ex- 
pedition had  arrived  just  in  time  and  were  waiting  for  us  in  the  woods. 

We  had  yet  to  rescue  the  lad,  and  the  scout  proposed  the  follow- 
ing plan:  the  members  of  the  relief  party  (six  in  number)  and  I, 
were  to  surround  the  camp.  At  a  signal  from  the  scout,  we  were 
to  start  toward  the  village  firing  our  rifles.  While  the  excitement, 
caused  by  our  rush,  lasted  among  the  Indians,  the  scout  would  steal 
in,  free  the  lad  and  make  for  the  cabin,  where  we  were  all  to  meet. 
The  ruse  succeeded  and  the  Indians  probably  thinking  that  we  were 
a  large  party,  did  not  follow. 


A  Nocturnal  Episode 


IT  was  a  dark  and  stormy  night.  But  that  wasn't  all.  It  was 
raining.  Over  in  Bradley  Hall  amateur  Hamlets  and  Ham- 
letesses  were  ruining  and  shooting  rival  grain  merchants  with  all  the 
fervor  that  the  modern  problem  play  demands.  But  that  wasn't  all. 
Outside  in  the  drizzle  stood  the  Gym,  stony  and  mortarfied. 
But  that  wasn't  all.  Silently,  silently,  one  by  one,  the  1945*8  stole 
thru  the  mucky  muck  and  climbed  to  the  Gym  roof  where  the  pine 
boards  pined,  as  the  merciless  wind  chilled  them  thru  the  thin  coat 
of  claret  and  elephant  smoke,  which  the  1923's  had  given  them  the 
night  before.  Now  they  were  to  have  a  new  overcoat.  But  that 
wasn't  all. 

One  of  the  Hamlets  missed  a  cue  and  went  outside  to  look  for 
it.    What  did  he  hear?    A  clatter  on  the  Gym  roof.    A  quotation 


from  Goethe,  Curses.?  —  ?  —  ?—?—  This  cannot  be.  The 
1945's  paint  that  roof.?  No.  A  life  if  need  be.  But  this  never. 
And  with  assistance  he  hurried  to  the  scene. 

With  stealthy  tread  they  stole  to  the  third  floor  and  concealed 
themselves  with  the  skill  that  only  true  villainy  inspires.  Above 
them  the  unsuspecting  1945-ers  toiled  as  those  whose  labor  is  born 
of  love.    But  that  wasn't  all. 

The  19irs  were  also  out  among  them  on  this  eventful  evening. 
They  arrived  at  the  Gym  in  time  to  see  the  last  1923  begin  to 
climb.  In  an  instant  they  rose  to  the  occasion  and  then  to  the 
second  floor.  Silence  reigned.  So  did  the  clouds.  All  was  quie- 
tude as  among  the  Freshmen  in  the  Dean's  office.  Ah,  'twas  but 
the  lull  before  the  storm.    With  a  mighty  cry,  the  1923's  broke 


from  cover.  The  battle  was  on.  History  knows  no  contest  so 
fierce.  But  love  and  determination  won  and  soon  the  1945-ers 
were  being  dropped  thru  a  hole  in  the  floor  to  the  mud  below. 
But  that  wasn't  all. 

Now  it  happened  that  some  of  the  Horologs,  having  gone  broke 
playing  pea-pool  at  the  barber  shop,  were  also  out  to  do  a  little 
painting  and  they  were  soon  doing  battle  with  the  valient  1911 's. 
But  fortune  this  time  frowned,  and  the  Horologs  were  victorious. 
To  the  latter,  men  used  to  seeing  the  works  without  the  cases, 
occured  the  idea  to  undress  the  191  I  s  in  order  to  better  investigate 
their  movements.  With  the  Horologs,  thots  are  deeds  and  soon 
the  unfortunate  191 1's  were  wandering  thru  the  Gym  as  naked  as 
the  day  they  started  boosting  the  milk  trust.    But  that  wasn't  all. 


'Twas  all  but  Durley.  Durley  would  not  submit  and  as  a  result 
was  soon  doing  a  pajama  Marathon  to  Main  street  and  back  for  the 
benefit  of  the  happy  Horologs.  And  so  he  ran,  panting  but  pant- 
less  until  the  twitter  of  birds  greeted  him  on  his  final  trip. 

Then  the  Horologs  hied  themselves  and  Durley  tried  to  hide 
himself  but  it  was  of  no  use.  His  clothes  were  gone.  In  vain  he 
sought  redress  and  at  the  break  of  day  he  made  his  way  homeward 
clothed  in  a  sweet  smile,  some  red  paint  and  a  piece  of  a  cement 
sack.    And  that  wasn't  all. 

Little  would  be  painters, 

Little  pots  of  paint, 

Sometimes  means  suspension 

But  it  makes  the  Gym  look  quaint. 
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BET  yuh  we'll  get  soaked  tuhnight,"  growled  Carr,  to  the 
man  in  the  next  bunk. 


"Huh!"  the  other  returned,  "They  always  do  upset  lamps  or 
som'pin  of  a  night  like  this." 

Then  the  two  subsided,  and  silence  reigned  in  the  bunk  room, 
Save  for  the  uneasy  tossing  of  some  sleepless  head.  The  low-turned 
gas  light  flickered  over  the  row  of  white  cots  and  glittered  on  the 
polished  surface  of  the  sliding  poles,  wavering  uncertainly. 

At  intervals  the  black  squares  of  the  windows  were  lighted  by 
the  flashes  of  lighming.  After  each  flash  an  ominous  silence  pre- 
vaded  the  sultry  air,  to  be,  after  a  pause,  broken  by  mutterings  of 
thunder. 

The  storm  grew  nearer,  the  play  of  lightning  and  roll  of  thunder 
Avere  mcessant.  Suddenly  a  blinding  flash  illumined  the  room  and 
the  deafening  that  followed  almost  drowned  the  weak  reply  of  the 


"jigger"  on  the  wall,  the  still  wavering  flash  showed  the  men, 
struggling  into  pants  and  hip-boots  and  diving  for  the  poles. 

Another  peal  of  thunder  drowned  all  other  noises,  and  another 
flash  revealed  the  long  truck  rolling  out  of  the  great  front  doors. 
The  ghastly  green  light  showed  the  men  clinging  to  the  side  steps, 
fighting  with  coats  and  helmets, 

Carr  grumbled  thru  the  bed-ladders  to  his  neighbor  of  the  bunk 
room.  "This  is — ^"  but  here  a  puff  of  wind  and  rain  drove  the 
words  back  in  a  sputter  of  wrath. 

Around  the  comer  they  lurched,  the  great  machine  swaying 
crazily.  It  dipped  dangerously  into  mudholes,  sending  sheets  of 
spray  mto  the  blasts  of  wind,  which  whipped  them,  stinging,  into 
the  tillerman's  face. 

The  storm  grew  in  violence.  The  thunder  and  lightning 
abated,  but  the  wind  rose  to  a  terrible  velocity.    The  three,  mighty- 


flanked,  deep-chested  grays  strained  against  the  buffets  with  the 
fierce  joy  of  their  kind.  As  they  neared  a  dimly-lighted  street,  a 
shining  steamer  skidded  around  the  corner,  whistle  shrilly  piping,  and 
had  not  the  grays  reared,  using  their  combined  strength  to  hold  back 
the  five  tons  of  steel  and  wood,  a  collision  would  have  resulted. 
The  steamer,  however,  straightened  out  with  a  snap  and  disap- 
peared in  the  darkness. 

To  add  to  the  predicament,  a  falling  tree  crashed  upon  the  tail 
of  the  truck,  snapping  off  the  extension  and  bringing  forth  a  flou'  of 
abuse  from  the  shaken  tillerman. 

A  little  further  on,  the  driver  reined  up  so  sharply  and  sent  the 


truck  around  the  corner  so  suddenly  to  escape  a  mass  of  live  wires 
that  the  tillerman  was  caught  unaware  by  the  quick  turn,  and  al- 
lowed the  battered  tail  of  the  truck  to  swing  into  a  lamp  post  with 
a  crash.  Carr  was  precipitated  into  a  mudhole  with  a  heavy  thud 
and  splash.  Dripping,  he  arose  to  shake  an  impotent  fist  at  the  dis- 
appearing truck.  He  stumbled  to  the  box  and  found  that  the  fire 
was  black  when  his  crew  had  arrived. 

Then,  swinging  to  the  side  step,  he  rolled  a  ball  of  fine-cut  be- 
tween fore-finger  and  thumb,  and  after  chewing  thotfully  for  a 
moment,  he  finished  his  uncompleted  sentence  to  his  neighbor  of 
the  bunk  room:    "Hell,"  he  said,  dryly. 
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II 


/i  TEirL^  VICTORY 


JOHN  TENHAM  leaned  back  among  the  gay  pillows  of  the 
window-seat  and  watched  with  a  frown  the  lights  twinkling 
out  over  the  campus.  It  was  the  night  before  Thanksgiving  and 
he  was  restless  and  unbearably  lonely.  It  seemed  as  though  in  the 
midst  of  that  world  of  hospitable  lights,  there  was  small  occasion 
for  loneliness,  but  he  knew  well  that  in  not  one  of  those  houses, 
whose  windows  beckoned  so  invitingly,  would  he  be  tolerated,  let 
alone  welcomed.  His  room-mate,  Harry  Payne,  had  left  for  home 
that  morning,  with  a  crowd  of  other  jolly  students,  and  would  not 
be  back  for  four  days.  He  had  tried  to  persuade  John  to  go  with 
him  but  John  did  not  feel  in  a  mood  to  go  visiting,  even  to  old 
friends;  and  as  for  going  home,  he  declared,  "he  guessed  he'd  rather 
stay  and  take  a  calling  from  the  Dean,  than  to  go  home  and  have 
the  deuce  of  a  row  with  Dad."  So  Harry  had  gone,  and  sure 
enough,  scarcely  an  hour  later,  John  had  been  summoned  by  the 


Dean.  That  gentleman,  a  most  learned  student  of  everything  but 
human  nature,  had  proceeded  to  tell  him  in  just  how  many  different 
ways  he  was  a  disgrace  to  the  college,  his  family  and  himself;  and 
ended  by  informing  him  that  unless  he  showed  a  marked  and  im- 
mediate improvement,  he  would  be  invited  to  pack  his  suit-case  and 
depart.  And  so  that  night,  as  he  lolled  on  the  window-seat,  he  felt 
at  war  with  the  world  in  general,  but  most  of  all  with  himself,  as 
he  thought  of  his  college  career  and  the  Dean's  summary  of  it. 

He  had  entered  college  three  years  before,  with  more  advantages 
than  three-fourths  of  his  class-mates;  money  in  plenty,  good  looks 
and  more  than  the  ordinary  amount  of  brains.  He  made  friends  by 
the  hundred,  got  through  his  studies  with  about  a  quarter  as  much 
work  as  his  fellow-students,  and  did  wonders  in  athletics.  He 
made  the  crew  in  his  freshman  year  and  had  no  small  part  in  win- 
ning the  big  race  of  the  year  against  Bedford,  the  time-honored  rival 
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of  his  own  school.  After  that  the  college  was  his  to  command  and 
that  was  the  beginning  of  his  downward  career. 

In  vacation  he  visited  Harry;  "did"  the  town  with  a  highly 
ornamented  freshman  cap  on  the  back  of  his  head  and  was  the  ob- 
ject of  admiration  of  every  girl  in  town,  for  the  fame  of  his  record 
in  the  crew  had  preceded  him.  Harry's  sister,  Elsie,  alone  refused 
to  bow  down  and  worship,  and  persisted  in  treating  him  as  a  very 
ordinary  and  human  boy.  She  ordered  him  about  much  as  she  did 
Harry  himself,  exasperated  him  almost  to  distraction  by  imitating 
his  swagger  and  lofty  airs;  and  told  him  flatly  that  unless  his  head 
stopped  swelling,  the  college  would  not  hold  him  by  another  year. 
As  a  result,  John  treated  her  with  a  lofty  indifference,  which  was 
rather  a  failure  as  she  serenely  disregarded  it,  and  though  he  did  not 
dream  of  admitting  it,  even  to  himself,  liked  her  a  great  deal  better 
than  any  of  the  other  girls. 

When  he  went  back  to  college  in  the  fall,  he  started  in  to  be  a 
"sport."  His  neckties  reechoed  to  the  heavens;  his  clothes  were 
just  a  little  more  pronounced  than  any  one's  else;  and  his  hats  were 
the  smallest  and  most  rakish  procurable.  He  was  still  extremely 
popular,  indeed,  even  more  so  with  a  certain  class  of  men;  and 
those  who  represented  the  rowdiest  element  in  the  college,  became 
his  constant  companions,  finally  to  the  exclusion  of  most  of  his 
former  friends,  except  Harry.  That  friendship  was  of  too  long 
standing  to  be  broken  off  in  a  moment;  and  had  John  wished  to  be 
rid  of  him.  Harry  was  too  fond  of  his  chum  to  see  him  get  in 
bad."  as  he  expressed  it,  with  no  one  to  help  him  out,  when  he  was 
ready  to  come.  It  began  to  be  an  understood  fact  around  the  col- 
lege that  any  especially  "lurid"  escapade  could  be  traced  to  Jack" 
Tenham  and  his  crowd.  In  vain  did  the  Dean  threaten  suspension 
and  even  expulsion.    John  was  too  sure  of  his  father's  money  and 


influence  and  went  serenely  on.  His  natural  keeness  carried  him 
fairly  well  through  his  studies,  with  the  least  possible  amount  of 
outside  application. 

When  spring  came  he  went  in  training  for  the  crew  with  all  his 
old  eagerness  and  energy,  and  for  a  time  seemed  to  have  gone  back 
to  his  old  self.  But  presently  he  grew  restless  under  the  strain; 
broke  training  with  one  grand  smash;  and  was  unceremoniously 
fired  from  the  crew,  only  a  week  before  the  great  race.  But  he  did 
not  care  much.  After  all,  the  crew  was  nothing  but  hard  work. 
So  he  and  his  cronies  celebrated  the  occasion  with  such  vigor  that 
two  of  them  were  expelled  and  the  rest  given  "only  one  more 
chance." 

That  summer  John  spent  at  home,  loafing;  spoiled  by  his 
mother,  who  refused  to  listen  to  a  word  against  him  and  severely 
ignored  by  his  father. 

His  junior  year  was  more  or  less  a  repetition  of  his  sophomore. 
The  fact  that  he  stayed  in  school  at  all  was  mainly  due  to  Harry's 
influence.  His  first  friends,  in  spite  of  Harry's  pleas,  refused  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  him.  The  girls  in  town  shunned  him  in 
holy  horror.  And  it  was  mainly  these  two  facts  that  kept  him 
where  he  was.  But  Harry  knew  him  better  than  these  and  stood 
by  him  through  it  all.  When  vacation  came  he  dragged  John 
home  with  him,  almost  by  main  force,  with  the  promise  that  he 
would  stay  a  week.    He  stayed  all  summer. 

To  his  amazement,  everyone  treated  him  as  if  his  record  was 
the  cleanest  in  the  college.  True,  most  of  the  people  knew  little  of 
his  escapades,  but  Harry's  family  and  in  particular,  Harry's  sister, 
did.  Elsie  welcomed  him  almost  as  warmly  as  she  did  Harry. 
She  was  a  great  deal  kinder  to  him  than  she  had  been  that  first 
summer  when  he  was  more  or  less  of  a  hero.    She  rode  with  him; 
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sailed  with  him,  played  endless  sets  of  tennis  with  him,  took  him 
out  and  made  him,  as  she  said,  "mix  up"  with  the  other  men  and 
girls;  in  short,  before  the  summer  was  over,  convinced  him  that  he 
was  really  fit  for  good  society,  and  what  was  better,  made  him  eager 
for  it.  In  the  end,  John  came  to  the  conclusion  that  there  was  no 
one  quite  like  Elsie,  but  he  remembered  his  record  at  college  and 
forebore  telling  her  so. 

So  it  was  with  great  hopes  that  Harry  started  back  to  school  with 
him  in  the  fall.  There,  however,  he  found  the  one  flaw  in  his 
plan:  the  college  had  not  Harry's  insight,  and  the  girls  were  mostly 
spoiled  and  petted  creatures,  extremely  unlike  Elsie;  so  they  saw  no 
more  reason  for  treating  John  like  a  civilized  human  being  than  they 
had  the  year  before.  In  consequence,  John  received  the  shock  of 
his  life,  for  his  return  to  college  was  like  a  slap  in  the  face  of  all  his 
good,  though  unexpressed,  resolutions.  The  only  people  who  were 
glad  to  see  him  were  his  old  pals,  and  it  was  most  natural  that  in 
spite  of  Harry's  guarded  protests,  he  should  turn  to  these  when  the 
others  gave  him  the  cold  shoulder.  For  a  while  he  did  try  to  keep 
straight,  but  it  was  hard  going,  and  one  day  when  he  had  heard 
himself  pointed  out  to  a  pretty  girl  as  the  "college  bum,"  he  lost  all 
control  of  himself,  and  after  wiping  up  the  ground  with  the  youth 
who  had  made  the  remark,  went  off  on  a  lark  that  lasted  three  days. 
It  was  on  the  fourth  day  that  he  had  seen  Harry  depart  for  home, 
and  it  was  that  night  that  he  looked  gloomily  out  over  the  campus 
and  thought  of  his  college  career. 

"I'll  chuck  it  after  Christmas,"  was  his  conclusion. 

V/hen  Harry  arrived  at  home,  the  first  thing  demanded  of  him 
was  a  full  and  complete  account  of  John,  and  this  he  gave,  reluc- 


tantly enough,  but  truthfully,  because  he  realized  that  Elsie  would 
get  it  out  of  him  sooner  or  later.    All  the  answer  he  got  was: 

"You  bring  Jack  home  with  you  for  Christmas.  If  you  come 
without  him,  you  can  just  travel  back  the  way  you  came." 

And  Harry  brought  him.  What  he  went  through  to  get  him 
there  he  never  told,  but  he  finally  succeeded.  John  was  so  glad  to 
see  Elsie  that  he  waked  up  into  his  proper  self  for  a  while  and  Elsie 
saw  to  it  that  he  stayed  there. 

On  New  Year's  day  they  went  for  a  long  tramp,  the  last,  for 
John  was  to  leave  that  evening;  and  on  the  way  home,  Elsie  began 
a  conversation  that  she  had  been  planning  ever  since  he  had  come. 

"Jack,  will  you  do  something  for  me.''"  she  asked,  "I'd  rather 
have  it  than  anything  I  can  think  of." 

"Sure,"  responded  John,  confidently  expecting  a  request  for  a 
pennant  or  a  box  of  candy,  "what  is  it?" 

'  Go  in  training  and  win  the  race  against  Bedford  again  this 
year,"  was  the  quick  answer,  "I  know  you  can  do  it." 

For  a  moment  he  was  too  much  amazed  to  think;  then  it  flashed 
over  him  that  she  was  making  a  fool  of  him  and  trying  to  humiliate 
him. 

"Why he  demanded,  stopping  short  and  frowning  angrily. 

"Why,  because  I've  never  seen  you  row,  of  course,"  replied 
Elsie,  guilelessly,  "and  I'm  going  to  be  in  town  the  month  before 
school  closes  to  go  to  all  the  commencement  dances  and  jollifica- 
tions. I've  been  counting  on  that  race  especially  and  you've  got  to 
be  in  it." 

"You  don't  know  what  you're  asking,  Elsie,"  said  John  slowly, 
and  still  looking  at  her  with  suspicion. 

"Why,  it  won't  be  hard  for  you,  will  it?"  asked  Elsie,  still  the 
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picture  of  innocence.  "Now  Jack,  I  shall  not  care  a  bit  about  go- 
ing if  you  fail  me." 

"Well,  I  wont,"  he  answered,  ''I'd  do  just  about  anything  for 
you,  Elsie,  but  don't  be  disappointed  if  I  fail." 

Don't  you  dare  fail,  sir,"  she  cried.  "Do  you  think  I  want  to 
be  made  fun  of  for  backing  a  college  that  can't  win.?  No,  you  can 
win,  and  you've  got  to  do  it.  I  shall  write  you  every  week,  and  I 
shan't  expect  any  answer  except  the  reports  of  you  in  the  newspa- 
pers. But  you  are  to  see  to  it  that  those  are  the  right  sort  of  ans- 
wers.   Is  it  a  bargain 

John  held  out  his  hand,  "I'll  do  my  best,"  he  said. 

"And  you'll  win,"  replied  Elsie  confidently. 

No  one  except,  perhaps,  Harry  guessed  what  making  the  crew 
that  spring  cost  John  Tenham.  Keeping  in  training  took  every 
ounce  of  will-power  he  possessed,  backed  up  by  Elsie's  weekly  let- 
ters. The  aches  that  he  endured  were  trifles  compared  with  the 
upraised  eyebrows  and  scathing  remarks  of  the  students.  But 
gradually,  unperceived  by  himself,  college  sentiment  began  to 
change  in  his  favor.  The  Dean  rejoiced  that  he  had  given  him 
that  last  chance,  and  took  all  the  credit  for  the  reformation,  as  he 
called  it.  But  the  crew  and  Elsie  absorbed  all  of  John's  thoughts, 
sleeping  or  waking,  and  though  he  was  vaguely  grateful  for  it,  he 
did  not  stop  to  analyze  the  change. 


On  the  day  of  the  race  Elsie  arrived,  and  it  was  with  her  con- 
fident words,  '  You're  going  to  win,"  ringing  in  his  ears,  that  John 
took  his  place  in  the  shell.  The  race  was  like  a  dream  to  him  and 
efforts  were  almost  mechanical.  The  crowds  and  pennants  and 
shouting  seemed  miles  away.  His  own  shell  seemed  to  crawl  and 
the  rival  one  to  fly;  and  he  had  a  hazy  recollection  of  an  absurd 
story  he  had  heard  sometime,  about  a  hare  and  a  tortoise,  when  his 
own  crew  slowly  forged  ahead  and  crossed  the  line,  five  yards  in 
advance  of  the  other. 

It  seemed  vaguely  natural  to  be  pounded  and  shouted  at  and  re- 
joiced over  by  a  howling  mob  of  students;  to  be  hustled  off  to  his 
dressing  room  and  then  to  an  interminable  banquet.  But  the  only 
moment  that  was  clear  to  him  was  when  he  finally  escaped  and 
made  his  way  to  Elsie's  hotel  and  was  ushered  into  her  mother's 
sitting  room. 

"You  did  win!  I  knew  you  would,  and  I'm  so  glad!"  she 
cried  as  she  entered  the  room  with  both  hands  outstretched.  "And, 
oh  Jack,  you've  won  two  victories,  one  over  Bedford  and  one  over 
your  own  college!" 

And  as  Jack  looked  down  into  her  flushed  and  happy  face,  a 
brilliant  idea  occurred  to  him:  "Make  it  three,  Elsie,  won't  you.?" 
he  said. 
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7. 


a 


WE  SAT,  one  night,  in  our  Baker  Street  lodgings.  Burdock 
Combs  raised  himself  from  his  heavy  arm-chair  and  took 
from  the  mantle  his  bottle  and  from  its  morroco  case  his  hypodermic 
injector.  I  watched  his  long  white,  delicate  fingers  adjusting  the 
slender  needle.  He  then  bared  his  arm  and  looked  for  a  spot  free 
from  puncture  marks.  Placing  the  needle  with  a  practiced  twist, 
he  plunged  home  the  tiny  piston  and  sinking  back  into  his  chair 
with  a  sigh  of  relief,  gazed  steadily  at  me.  "Is  it  morphine  or 
cocaine  tonight?"  I  asked  Combs.  "Neither!"  he  cried,  "It's 
worse  than  that.    It's  Peruna!" 

We  sat  brooding  for  several  moments.  At  last  Combs  exclaimed, 
"What  is  it,  Swatson?  Still  pondering  over  that  Harrison  case.?  Is 
it  murder.?" 

"Murder  nothing,"  I  replied.  "Here  is  a  wealthy  old  man, 
living  alone.  He  is  a  noted  traveler  and  collector.  Found  dead, 
seated  in  his  chair  by  the  window.    No  scars,  no  clews.    His  money 


(With  apologies  to  A.  Conan  Doyle) 

and  jewelry  untouched.  The  only  sign  of  disorder  is  the  jumbled 
condition  of  his  curio  cases,  which  he  was  doubtlessly  arranging. 
These  are  the  facts  in  the  case,  yet  Burdock  Combs  says  murder. 
I,  a  doctor,  say  heart  failure.  I'm  afraid,  old  man,  you're  wrong  this 
time. 

"Well  we  shall  see,"  he  replied,  "I  only  wish  we  had  some 
excuse  for  taking  up  the  case.    It  looks  promising." 

At  that  moment  the  bell  rang  and  we  heard  a  heavy  hurried 
tread  on  the  stairway.  "Gestrard,"  murmured  Combs,  and  a 
moment  later  the  big  chief  of  detectives,  pale  and  excited,  pushed 
open  the  door. 

"Combs,  can  you  take  a  case.?"  he  cried,  breathlessly.  "One  of 
the  men,  whom  I  sent  to  make  an  inventory  of  the  room  in  which 
Harrison  died,  was  found  dead  shortly  aftei  lamp  lighting!"  In  a 
moment  all  my  theories  fled.  This  was  no  doctor's  case.  A  double 
murder. 
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"Well,"  said  Burdock,  "We'll  just  go  to  satisfy  Swatson  here.'* 
Laying  down  his  pipe,  he  began  to  fill  pockets  with  vials  of  chemi- 
cals, lenses,  tobacco,  matches  and  his  trusty  revolvers.  "Come, 
we're  off"  he  cried.  Brushing  aside  the  gasping  detective,  he 
rushed  down  into  the  street  with  me  at  his  heels.  We  sprang  into 
a  passing  four-wheeler  and  were  soon  whirling  away  to  42  Cabbage 
head  Alley,  the  scene  of  the  double  tragedy. 

Entering  the  house,  we  made  our  way  past  the  cowering  group 
of  servants,  up  stairs  to  our  grewsome  work.  We  drove  the  police 
from  the  room  and  Burdock  Combs  took  up  the  case. 

The  body  was  still  in  the  chair  and  no  marks  were  visible  except 
a  small  drop  of  blood  such  as  would  ooze  from  a  prick  of  a  pin. 
The  muscles  were  peculiarly  rigid  as  if  by  the  action  of  some  strong 
vegetable  alkaloid,  such  as  strychnine.  In  spite  of  my  comments 
upon  the  condition  of  the  corpse,  Burdock  paid  no  attention  to  the 
body. 

Never  before  had  I  seen  him  so  active.  His  shiny,  beady  eyes 
looked  like  those  of  a  bird,  as  he  went  crawling  about  the  room,  his 
lense  close  to  the  end  of  his  hawk-like  nose,  and  his  body  bent  nearly 
double.  His  slender,  white  fingers  slipped  lightly  over  every  object 
he  scrutinized.  Not  a  thing  missed  his  gaze.  Mouldings,  cases, 
bric-a-brac,  floor,  windows  and  pictures,  all  underwent  his  rigid  ex- 
amination. At  one  or  two  positions  he  had  stopped  in  his  inspection, 
mumbling  to  himself  and  grunting  unintelligible  exclamations. 
Suddenly  he  uttered  a  sharp  cry  and  pulled  a  small  piece  of  paper 
from  under  a  large  piece  of  petrified  wood.  Squatting,  Turk  fashion, 
in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  he  tried  to  decipher  the  crazy  characters. 

"Ha!  We  have  a  clew!"  Burdock  cried,  gleefully.  "This 
kind  of  paper  is  used  only  in  the  tropics  for  government  documents. 
The  ants,  which  are  a  pest  there,  cannot  eat  it.    It  is  very  expen- 


sive." We  were  absorbed  deeply  in  this  find,  when  we  were 
startled  by  a  shrill,  whistling,  croak  which  we  instantly  recognized 
to  be  the  call  of  the  South  Sea  lizard.  Both  of  us  had  heard  it  con- 
stantly during  our  campaigns  in  the  Queen's  service.  Combs  leaped 
across  the  room  in  one  mighty  bound.  Scarcely  had  he  moved 
when  something  struck  the  glass  of  a  large  mirror,  across  the  room, 
and  rattled  faintly  as  it  hit  the  hard  wood  floor. 

"Stay  low,"  he  hissed,  "We  are  targets.  Keep  away  from  the 
lamp.  Don't  expose  yourself."  Then  sliding  himself  over  to  the 
big  mirror,  he  began  another  microscopic  examination.  His  thin 
nose  was  only  a  few  inches  from  the  floor,  his  eyes  shone  like  fire. 
Not  a  thing  escaped  his  minute  observation.  Then  another  excla- 
mation and  he  sat  up,  holding  out  toward  me  what  looked  like  three 
shiny,  black  thorns.  Closer  examination  showed  that  they  were 
hard,  close  grained  wood  and  that  they  were  evenly  rounded  on  the 
heavy  end. 

"Watch,"  said  Burdock,  and  taking  three  small  vials  from  his 
pockets,  he  placed  a  spine  in  each  and  then  pourd  a  colorless  liquid 
over  them.  Two  of  the  liquids  immediately  turned  a  dard,  cloudy 
brown,  the  other  remained  clear. 

"Blood!"  he  cried,  "It  never  fails.  A  better  test  is  yet  to  be 
found.  Three  of  them,  one  for  the  policeman,  one  for  Harrison  and 
one  for  me.    Some  one  is  still  in  this  thing  for  a  purpose." 

Going  to  the  corner,  he  pulled  from  a  case  a  heavy  sheet  of 
cork  linoleum,  to  which  specimens  were  pinned.  A  few  quick 
slashes  of  his  knife  and  its  outline  took  the  semblance  of  a  man's 
head  and  shoulders.  Then,  lying  on  the  floor,  he  began  moving  it 
back  and  forth  and  at  the  same  time  working  it  toward  the  window. 
At  last  the  card  rested  upon  the  sill  and  near  the  chair.  Then  from 
the  lips  of  Burdock  Combs  came  the  same  weird  whistle  and  almost 
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instantly  something  hit  the  card  with  a  faint  tap.  One  of  the  darts 
had  stuck  in  our  dummy.  Combs  carefully  noted  its  position  and, 
turning  to  me  said,  "We  will  investigate  the  house  across  the  way, 
the  second  one  with  the  blinds  up:  last  window:  third  floor." 

We  locked  the  door  and  went  down  stairs.  Burdock  handed  me 
a  note  he  had  scribbled  on  a  leaf  from  his  book  and  said,  "To  all 
the  papers  and  then  I'll  see  you  at  Baker  street.  I'll  look  at  that 
building." 

Glad  of  a  chance  to  put  a  lot  of  good  old  London  between  my- 
self and  the  fiendish  marksman,  I  left  Combs  with  many  misgivings. 
This  was  the  notice  I  read  in  the  papers  the  next  morning  long  be- 
fore Burdock  put  in  an  appearance.  "Information  wanted — A  col- 
lector will  pay  liberally  for  an  expert  opinion  on  some  Maraganthan 
curios.  Apply  not  later  than  twelve  today.  Dr.  G.  W.  Swatson, 
109  Baker  Street." 

Two  or  three  hours  later  Combs  showed  up  and  I  knew  from 
his  appearance  that  he  had  been  successful.  "We  will  close  this 
case  in  twenty-four  hours,"  he  said  as  he  looked  over  the  notice  and 
hastily  turned  to  fill  his  pipe.  "We  will  proceed  to  locate  a  young 
man,  careless  in  his  habits,  of  good  family,  a  drinker,  a  spender,  and 
one  who  has  lived  in  the  South  Sea  Islands.  His  initials  will  prob- 
ably be  H.  S. 

We  sat  down  to  breakfast  and  were  nearly  finished  when  a 
messenger  entered.  An  answer  to  our  notice.  Burdock  drew  forth 
the  note  from  the  envelope.  I  could  hardly  restrain  myself  when  I 
recognized  another  sheet  of  that  precious  tropical  stationery. 
Comb's  face  showed  no  trace  of  feeling.  "Tell  Mr.  Moon  to  call 
at  his  earliest  convenience."  The  messenger  departed. 
Before  noon  a  well  built  young  man  of  about  thirty  years  called. 
He  was  heavily  browned  and  carried  himself  with  almost  a  military 


air.  When  he  greeted  Combs,  he  awkwardly  extended  his  left  hand. 
"Mr.  Moon,  could  you  pass  judgment  on  some  Maraganthan  curios? 
I  am  about  to  make  a  purchase  and  would  like  to  get  an  expert 
opinion  as  to  its  value." 

"Easily,  sir,  my  father  died  in  the  service  ten  years  ago.  I  staid 
with  my  uncle,  Sir  Henry  Strand,  who  also  died  last  year.  Seven 
years  of  my  stay  with  my  uncle  were  spent  on  Maragantha.  I 
should  be  pleased  to  render  you  service." 

"We  will  look  at  the  stuff  at  once."  I  summoned  a  four 
wheeler  and  away  we  went.  Moon  and  I  were  in  the  back  and 
Burdock  was  with  the  driver  studying  a  book  which  the  young  man 
had  given  him.  It  was  a  diary  his  uncle  had  kept  and  whom  it 
showed  was  a  great  traveler  and  collector  of  curios. 

We  soon  arrived  at  the  Harrison  mansion  and  went  at  once  to 
the  grewsome  room.  The  door  had  hardly  closed  when  Burdock 
turned  to  Moon  and  said,  "Moon,  I  arrest  you  as  an  accomplice  in 
chis  double  murder!"  "Fool!"  he  yelled,  "What  does  this  mean?" 
"Mean,"  said  Burdock,  "What  do  you  know  about  this?"  Going 
to  a  bronze  bust  near  him,  he  struck  it  a  sharp  blow  on  the  head, 
and  broke  off  an  ear. 

"What  would  you  have  given  to  have  found  this  night  before 
last?"  he  said,  and  threw  the  ear  at  the  feet  of  the  prisoner.  Moon 
shuddered.  Beads  of  sweat  broke  from  his  face  and  he  sank  back 
into  the  chair  by  the  window.  Burdock  then  uttered  that  same 
piercing  cry  and  the  prisoner  sprang  in  terror  to  the  center  of  the 
room. 

"That's  enough,  Mr.  Moon,"  said  Burdock,  "We  will  now 
listen  to  your  story.    No,  I  can  tell  it  just  as  well." 

"Your  uncle  was  a  noted  collector,  and  during  his  service  in 
Maragantha  in  some  manner  came  into  possession  of  the  missing 
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ear  of  the  Goddess  Imugar.  Later  he  bestowed  this  upon  his  friend, 
Sir  Hamson,  as  a  reward  for  helping  him  catalog  his  collection. 
This  ear  has  been  missing  for  centuries  and  the  priests  of  the  order 
have  a  story  of  how  some  day  a  prince  would  return  with  the  relic 
to  claim  the  reward  which  was  justly  his.  Small  wonder  you  thot 
it  was  worth  a  trip  to  London  to  get  this.  As  soon  as  I  saw  the 
darts  and  the  paper  I  knew  they  were  of  Maraganthan  origin.  I 
also  surmised  that  a  little  easy  money  would  help  bring  someone  to 
the  front.  Now  I  see  why  you  were  so  eager  to  inspect  Maragan- 
than curios.  You  might  possibly  run  across  that  ear.  You  know 
that  " 

"Yes,  yes,  I  know.  But  I  am  no  murderer.  The  law  cannot 
hold  me.    I  have  done  nothing." 

"No?  Well  then  listen.  We  put  that  mat  in  the  window  and 
located  your  blow-gun  artist  in  the  house  across  the  street." 

"The  house!    Then  you  know." 

"Yes,  I'll  finish  the  story  just  for  Swatson's  benefit.  I  did  not 
care  to  take  chances  with  any  darts,  so  I  spied  around  by  the  wall 
over  there  for  a  while.  Watching  the  eaves  and  the  rear  window, 
which  I  had  marked,  I  whistled.  A  short  stocky  form  raised  itself 
on  the  front  eave  and  put  a  slender  tube  to  its  lips.  No  novice  was 
sending  those  darts.  It  was  a  Maraganthan,  fighting  to  avenge  his 
God.  He  was  merely  your  tool.  He  only  knew  that  you  called, 
he  blew,  and  that  Imugar  was  pleased.  He  knew  nothing  of  your 
motives.  Again  I  called  and  again  he  launched  another  death  deal- 
ing dart  toward  the  dummy.  But  after  the  second  shot  I  heard  a 
grunt  and  the  brush  of  a  soft  falling  body  bumping  on  the  ledges  of 
the  house  and  then  something  hit  the  ground.  It  was  a  grass  case 
holding  seven  of  these  hellish  spines.  Then  I  felt  safer  to  explore. 
At  the  water  spout  in  the  rear  I  found  the  print  of  a  foot  whose  toes 


had  never  been  pinched  by  shoes.  My  lens  and  my  pocket  lamp 
showed  countless  marks,  left  by  our  nimble  South  Sea  friend,  when 
he  used  the  pipe  for  a  stairway.  I  could  still  hear  him  feeling  about 
in  the  gutter  for  his  darts.  So  up  I  went  and  forced  my  way  into 
the  first  window.  In  the  small  room  I  found  nothing  but  a  pile  of 
old  clothes  upon  which  our  creature  had  slept  and  a  coil  of  new 
heavy  rope  fearfully  rough  and  gnarled  from  use  in  the  rain  last 
Thursday  night.  This  rope  bore  traces  of  skin  and  blood  near  one 
end.  Your  weight  got  the  better  of  you,  when  you  went  of?  the 
sill,  didn't  \tl  Show  me  your  right  hand.  Ah,  rather  raw,  eh?  I 
thought  so  when  you  shook  hands  so  awkwardly.  In  one  of  the 
old  suits  I  found  a  pawn  ticket  with  which  I  redeemed  this  watch. 
From  it  I  deduced  that  you  were  of  good  family,  for  the  watch  was 
an  old  design,  undoubtedly  handed  down  to  you,  and  very  costly. 
I  knew  it  had  been  pawned  a  number  of  times,  because  the  brokers 
have  a  careless  habit  of  scratching  numbers  in  the  cases  with  a  pin 
instead  of  bothering  with  a  ticket.  You  experienced  easier  financial 
conditions  because  you  always  redeemed  your  watch.  You  drank, 
because  the  keyhole  in  the  case  showed  scars,  from  attempted  wind- 
ings when  your  nerves  were  not  in  the  best  of  condition.  These 
things  with  a  comment  in  the  diary  as  to  your  habits  makes  easy 
deduction.  Your  shoes  left  traces  on  the  sill  here.  You  searched 
the  case  but  could  not  find  the  ear.  Harrison  knew  the  danger  of 
owning  it  and  had  stuck  it  on  that  bust.  I  saw  the  joint  when  I 
examined  the  room.  I  knew  your  search  was  among  the  curios, 
but  the  diary  suggested  the  ear  to  me,  as  to  you  it  had  suggested 
this  murderous  path  to  luxury.  Am  I  not  right.?" 
"Yes." 

"I  thought  so." 

A  knock  at  the  door. 

"Come  in  Gestrade.       Here  is  your  man.     There  is  another 
across  the  street,  third  floor,  back  room.    A  black  man." 
"Here,  Swatson,  where  is  the  needle?" 
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A  Little  Incident 


IT  was  Christmas  day.  The  poor  children  were  sitting  at  the 
long  tables,  which  the  Salvation  Army  had  so  amply  furnished 
for  the  occasion.  They  were  having  the  time  of  their  lives.  The 
way  they  did  that  dinner  justice  was  a  pleasing  sight. 

I  watched  two  of  the  boys  with  special  interest.  One,  a  little 
fellow  with  coal  black  hair,  was  tearing  at  a  huge  drum  stick  like 
mad.  His  plate  was  nearly  empty,  although  it  had  been  heaped 
full  for  the  third  time.  The  other,  a  towheaded  lad,  was  gingerly 
nibbling  at  a  sandwich,  while  his  plate  was  not  yet  cleared  of  the 
first  helping. 

Just  as  the  first  boy  laid  down  the  bone,  completely  stripped  of 
its  meat,  a  plate  of  delicious  jelly  tarts  was  passed  to  him.  He 
immediately  took  off  and  handed  the  plate  to  the  other  little  boy, 


but  he  passed  them  on  without  taking  any,  saying,  "I  am  not  ready 
for  tarts  yet."  When  the  dish  reached  the  end  of  the  table,  it  was 
taken  away. 

The  boy  with  the  black  hair  was  just  in  the  act  of  devouring  the 
last  half  of  his  second  tart,  when  the  towheaded  little  fellow  looked 
along  the  table  and  said  with  a  sigh,  "I  wish  they  would  pass  those 
tarts  now,  I  want  a  tart." 

"Hm!"  rejoined  his  neighbor,  "Yuh  want  t'  take  a  tart  when 
th'  tarts  go  round."  . 

How  many  of  us  let  our  opportunities  slip  by,  because  we  think 
that  we  are  not  yet  ready  for  them.  We  can  profit  by  this  little 
lad's  example  and  "take  a  tart  w'en  th'  tarts  go  'round." 

Charles  Atwood,  '10. 
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GORDON  KELLAR  Secretary 

MEMBERS 

FACULTY 

DR.  C.  T.  WYCKOFF  GRACE  EATON  HAUK 

ELLEN  MUIR,  '08  HARRY  KLOTZ,  '10 

BESSIE  MORRIS,  '08  CARL  TRAEGER,  '10 

ROBERT  PLOWE,  '09  GORDON  KELLAR,  '10 
GROVER  BAUMGARTNER,  '09     FRANK  GOODING,  '10 

MERRILL  SCHNEBLY,  '09  CHARLES  ATWOOD,  '10 

ROY  KELLER,  '09  ETHEL  SUMMERS,  '10 

HUGH  COOPER,  '09  EDITH  RUTHERFORD,  '10 

ERMA  DONATHEN,  '09  SANCHEN  STREHLOW,  '10 

VIVIAN  BONIFACE,  '09  CLEDA  KEAS,  '10 

IRENE  LIDLE,  '09  LOUISE  DE  LENT,  '10 

ANNA  BIBO,  '09  FLORENCE  SCHWARTZ,  '11 

MELITTA  MAGARET,  '09  WALLACE  WEST,  '11 
MARRS  SHOOP,  '09 
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Officers 

GEORGE  F.  HUTTER  President 

BERTHA  BAUGHMAN  Vice-President 

OLIVE  BALCKE  Secretary-Treasurer 


ELLA  WESTLAKE 
RUTH  MAJOR 
BERTHA  CASE 
RUTH  SHERWOOD 
LUELLA  FAUBLE 
MAE  ALLISON 
STELLA  SHIELDS 
HELEN  M.  DAY 
BESSIE  COLEMAN 
EDITH  LOVE 
CORA  MILLER 
ANNETTE  FULFORD 
LAURA  CATION 


MEMBERS 

MARGARET  WATERS 
ETHELW^YN  MOSS 
GERTRUDE  PATTERSON 
MRS.  E.  E.  WINCHIP 
LYNN  D.  ROCKWELL 
HARRY  G.  BOWER 
BRISTOL  E.  WING 
C.  WALTER  ARLITT 
EDGAR  B.  DONALDSON 
CHARLES  A.  BENNETT 
AUGUSTO  HIDALGO 
CARROLL  W.  ANGIER 
CLINTON  S.  VAN  DUESEN 


VERNE  REED 
OLGA  BELSLEY 
FREDERICK  RAYMOND 
E.  RAY  TOMPKINS 
LOUISE  DE  LENT 
MYRTLE  LEININGER 
ONALESE  WHITE 
WILLIAM  D.  MCLEMORE 
ETHEL  SUMMERS 
FREDA  SCHERLING 
ELEANOR  COEN 
ORA  CLOVER 
MAY  BOWSHER 
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English  Club 


OFFICERS 

ELLEN  MUIR  President 

GROVER  BAUMGARTNER  Vice-President 

GORDON  KELLAR  ,  .  Secretary-Treasurer 


MEMBERS 


MARGARET  MCLAUGHLIN 
E.  FRANCIS  GEORGE        GRACE  EATON  HAUK 


ELLEN  MUIR,  '08 
GROVER  BAUMGARTNER,  '09 
ROBERT  PLOWE,  '09 
VIVIAN  BONIFACE,  '09 
ELIZABETH  ESTEP,  '09 
EDWARD  GUSHING,  '09 
MARRS  SHOOP,  '09 
GORDON  KELLAR,  '10 
SANCHEN  STREHLOW,  '10 
HARRY  KLOTZ,  '10 


LOUISE  DE  LENT,  '10 
BENJ.  PFEIFFER,  '10 
EDITH  RUTHERFORD,  '10 
RUTH  COOPER,  '10 
MARJORIE  PLOWE,  '11 
LORING  BUNN,  '11 
WALLACE  WEST,  '11 
ARSINA  HAUK,  '11 
JAMES  HUNTER,  '11 
UNA  GARRETT,  '11 
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Girl's  Debating  Club 


The  Girl's  Debating  Club 


Officers 

MELITTA  MARGARET  President 

META  BECKER        .       .       .       .     '  .       .       .  Vice-President 

CONSTANCE  HECKMAN  Secretary 

RUTH  SHERWOOD  '    .       .  Treasurer 

KATHERINE  FEDORA  WALTERS,  Critic. 


MEMBERS 


META  BECKER,  '10 
OLGA  BELSLEY,  '10 
ANNA  BIBO,  '09 
HELENA  BURGESS,  '12 
ERMA  DONATHEN,  '09 
MABEL  MCDONALD,  '11 
LOUISE  DE  LENT,  '10 
CLEDA  KEAS,  '10 
CONSTANCE  HECKMAN,  '09 
LOUISE  HELMBOLT,  '09 


AMY  KEITHLEY,  '10 
EDITH  LOVE,  '09 
MELITTA  MARGARET,  '09 
BESS  MORRIS,  '08 
HELEN  PAUL,  '12 
EDITH  RUTHERFORD,  '10 
ELLA  SENGENBERGER,  '11 
RUTH  SHERWOOD,  '10 
GRACE  WEAD,  '10 


89 


Arts  and  Crafts  Club 


Arts  and  Crafts  Club 


Officers 


GLENN  M.  EBAUGH  President 

GORDON  KELLAR  Vice  President 

LOUISE  DE  LENT  Secretary 

ELLA  WESTLAKE  Treasurer 

ADELAIDE  MICKEL  Curator 


Members 


FACULTY 


FREDERIC  RAYMOND 

ADELAIDE  MICKEL 


MAUDE  FAIRBANKS 
CHARLES  A.  BENNETT 


VIVIAN  BONIFACE,  '09 
ELEANOR  COEN,  '09 
WILLIAM  H.  HUDSON,  '09 
ROBERT  CRAIG,  '09 
GLENN  EBAUGH,  '09 
ELLA  WESTLAKE,  '09 
ANNETTE  FULFORD,  '09 
STELLA  SHIELDS,  '09 


CONSTANCE  HECKMAN,  '09 
GEORGE  HUTTER,  '09 
LOUISE  DE  LENT,  '10 
GORDON  KELLAR,  '10 
OTTO  DAVISON,  '11 
THEODORE  FRANZEN,  '11 
ARSINA  HAUK,  '12 
ETTA  M.  ELLIS,  '12 
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The  Bradley  debating  Club 


The  Bradley  Debating  Club 


Officers 

ROY  A.  KELLER  President 

FRANK  GOODING   .     Vice  President 

WILLIAM  GIESSLER  Secretary 

J.  O.  LOFBERG  Critic 


Members 


HARRY  SCHWEITZER,  '09 
ROY  A.  KELLER,  '09 
CHARLES  ATWOOD,  '10 
JOHN  MINTON,  '10 
HARRY  KLOTZ,  '10 


GORDON  KELLAR,  '10 
FRANK  GOODING,  '10 
FLOYD  SANFORD,  '10 
CHARLES  APPLE,  '11 
WILLIAM  GIESSLER,  '11 
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Social  Club 


MARGUERITE  RICHMOND  President 

HUGH  COOPER  Treasurer 

The  Social  Club  is  an  organization,  composed  of  the  students  at 
large  whose  purpose  it  is  to  promote  goodfellowship  and  good  times 
among  the  members  of  the  school.  To  do  this  the  club  gives  three 
dances  every  year  to  which  all  students  are  made  welcome.  The 
dances  arc  always  great  successes  and  are  remembered  pleasantly  by  all 
who  attend. 


Officers 

MONTGOMERY  G.  RICE  President 

BERTHA  M.  SCULLIN  Vice-President 

LAURA  E.  GEACH  Secretary 

BENJ.  S.  BEECHER  Treasurer 


The  Alumni  Association  was  organized  June  20,  1901.  Saturday  of 
convocation  week,  has  been  regularly  set  aside  for  the  Alumni  Associa- 
tion, and  is  known  as  Alumni  Day.  Each  year  as  the  membership  has 
increased,  the  Association  has  gained  stability  and  importance  until  now 
it  has  become  an  important  organization  of  the  school. 
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Institute  Debating  Club 


Officers 

FREDERICK  A.  CAUSEY  President 

WILLIAM  M.  SHOOP  Vice-President 

WALTER  FORD  Secretary 

E.  F.  GEORGE   Critic 


MEMBERS 


FREDERICK  A.  CAUSEY,  '09 
WILLIAM  M.  SHOOP,  '09 
MERRILL  D.  SCHNEBLY,  '09 
EDWARD  M.  MUNNS,  '09 
HAROLD  BALLENGER,  '10 
CARL  A.  TRAEGER,  '10 
FRANK  G.  MERCER,  '11 


ROY  F.  FORD,  '12 
PAUL  E.  HERSCHEL,  '12 
BENNETT  R.  PARKER,  '12 
EDWARD  J.  MARTIN,  '12 
JOHN  M.  GOSS,  '12 
HAROLD  D.  MCCULLOUGH,  '12 
THEODORE  J.  FRANZEN,  '12 
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Echoes 


Although  1  am  a  Senior 

I'll  never  be  a  Grad. 
The  way  the  teachers  hound  me 

Would  drive  a  mortal  mad. 
So  I've  bought  some  invitations, 

And  had  my  picture  took; 
While  I'll  never  have  a  sheepshin, 

I'm  a  Senior  in  this  book. 

— CUSH. 


Cons  may  come, 

And  cons  may  go, 

But  we  wouldn't  stay  at  home. 

They  could  flunk  us  if  they  wanted, 

But  you  bet  we  saw  Salome. 

—Delta  Gamma  Delta. 


Laugh,  and  the  class  laughs  with  you; 

Laugh,  and  you  laugh  alone. 
The  first,  when  the  joke  is  Burgess'  joke, 

The  last,  when  it  is  your  own. 


"What  is  a  vacuum  ?"    Bishop  asked. 

Poor  Taylor  muttered  and  then  he  said, 
"The  proper  word  I  can't  recall. 

But  I'm  sure  I  have  it  in  my  head." 
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'08  Foot  Ball  Team 


WILLIAM  BENNETT,  '09 
BENJAMIN  PFEIFFER,  '10 
JAMES  COOK  . 


Captain 
Manager 
Coach 


FRANK  MERCER,  '11 
ROBERT  CRAIG,  '09  I  ^^^^ 

WILLIAM  BENNETT,  '09  | 
BENJ.  PFEIFFER,  '10 

WILBUR  FORREST,  '11 
LUCIOUS  FRITZE,  '09        I  j 
HOWARD  DURLEY  f  ^"^'"''^ 

WALTER  CRABILL,  'II 

ALVIN  MILLER,  '10  Center 

JAMES  HUNTER,  '11 
GEISERT  HOWARD,  '10    [  „    ,  , 
RALPH  MILLEN,  '09  f  ^^^^^^ 

EDWARD  CUSHING,  '09 


LYNCH  CONWAY,  '10 
DAWSON  BRANDE,  '12 


HARLEY  CLARK,  '10 
JAMES  AYLWARD,  '12 


LESTER  MASON,  '10 


Full  back 


Average  weight,  175 
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The  Review  of  the  Last  Foot  Ball  Season 


ALTOGETHER  the  past  football  season  was  a  most  com- 
mendable one.  Our  team  won  five  out  of  eight  games  and 
played  good  ball  in  those  which  they  lost.  The  reason  of  our 
success  was  two-fold,  namely  the  good  hard  working  bunch  who 
responded  to  Captain  Bennett's  call  and  the  steady  and  efficient 
drill  which  they  received  under  Coach  Cook.  Much  credit  must 
be  given  Cook  who  thoroly  understood  his  job  and  devoted  himself 
to  it  untiringly. 

The  team  started  things  with  a  rush  by  winning  the  first  three 
games,  which  were  home  games,  by  a  large  score.  Then  came 
that  game  at  Wesleyan.  We'll  never  forget  that  day.  We  took 
a  hundred  rooters  along,  outrooted  Wesleyan  on  their  own  field, 


BEXJ.  PEEIFEER,  '10,  Mgr. 


won  the  game  to  the  tune  of  sixteen  to  nothing  and  painted  Bloom- 
ington  in  the  evening  for  desert. 

Then  our  winning  streak  ended  and  we  lost  three  games.  But 
we  could  afford  to,  after  what  we  had  done.  As  a  fitting  finish  we 
beat  lllmois  College  twenty-eight  to  five  and  celebrated  the  victory 
by  our  big  Athletic  Banquet. 

At  the  end  of  the  season  the  points  stood  one  hundred  and  sixty- 
four  in  our  favor  against  eighty-one  in  favor  of  our  opponents.   iFii'it  JI)owz:3ni_ 
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Bradley 
Bradley 
Bradley 
Bradley 
Bradley 
Bradley 
Bradley 
Bradley 


JIMMIE  Cook,  Coach 


The  '08  Schedule 


15 

Galesburg  H.  S.  . 

4 

38 

Spalding  Institute 

4 

45 

Hedding  College  . 

0 

16 

Wesleyan  University 

0 

10 

Illinois  Normal 

24 

12 

Lombard  College 

.  18 

0 

Charleston  Normal 

26 

28 

Illinois  College 

.  5 

164 

81 

Wm.  Bennett,  'o'),  Capt. 
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Basket  Ball  Line-up 


EDWARD  MUNNS,  '09 
F.  D.  SMITH,  '11 


Captain 
Manager 


F.  D.  SMITH,  '11 
J.  H.  KUHL,  '11 


Forwards 


LYNCH  CONWAY,  '10  J 

HARLEY  CLARKE,  '10  ) 
EDWARD  MUNNS,  '09  [  ^-^"^^''^ 

FRANK  MERCER,  '11  ] 
LORING  BUNN,  '11       I  Guards 
ROGER  SCHENCK,  '11  J 
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'08-'09  BASKET  Ball  Team 


Basket  Ball  Review,  1909 


A  LTHOUGH  the  basket  ball  season  this  year  was  not  as  suc- 
*■  cessful  as  that  of  last  year,  still  the  Institute  has  every  reason 
to  be  proud  of  the  team  representing  her,  for  six  out  of  thirteen 
games  were  won.  The  teams  played,  were  college  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  Clippers  and  the  Peoria  High  School,  while 
the  home  team  was  composed  of  those  in  the  Higher  Academy. 

Three  of  the  home  games,  with  Hedding,  Illinois  College,  and 
the  P.  H.  S.,  were  extremely  close,  giving  the  spectator  no  little  ex- 
citement. Normal's  big  floor  at  Bloomington,  coupled  with  the 
fact  that  the  team  had  to  play  in  base  ball  clothing  on  an  extremely 
warm  afternoon,  had  something  to  do  with  the  one-sided  score  in 
the  game  against  the  State  Champions. 

Bradley  has  good  reason  to  be  proud  of  the  basket  ball  team  for. 


F.  D.  SMITH,  '11,  Mgr. 

for  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  the  Bradley-High  game,  Bradley 
was  victorious,  thus  enabling  a  certain  Bradleyite  to  go  home  in 
other  things  beside  a  barrel. 

The  team  this  year,  as  in  former  ones,  has  had  a  very  incon- 
venient time  for  practice,  not  only  to  the  regulars  but  to  the  second 
team  also,  which  stood  by  the  first  throughout  the  whole  season 
giving  them  the  needed  practice.  However,  with  the  new  gymna- 
sium almost  completed,  and  with  most  of  this  year's  team  back  next 
year,  the  prospect  for  '10  is  very  bright. 

Edward  Munns. 
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Schedule,  1908-'09 


Opponents 

B.  P.  I. 

Peoria  Y.  M.  C.  A.  Clippers, 

Dec.  3 

47 

23 

Eureka  College, 

Dec.  8 

26 

48 

William  and  Vashti, 

Jan.  8 

22 

16 

Milliken  University, 

Jan.  20 

20 

42 

Illinois  State  Normal, 

Jan.  23 

57 

12 

Hedding  College, 

Jan.  29 

27 

26 

Lincoln  College, 

Feb.  5 

19 

20 

Milliken  University, 

Feb.  12 

36 

50 

Hedding  College, 

Feb.  19 

33 

21 

Lincoln  College, 

Feb.  21 

29 

52 

Peoria  High  School, 

Feb.  26 

20 

24 

Illinois  College, 

March  4 

35 

33 

Illinois  College, 

March  14 

35 

22 

406 

389 
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"Jake"  Mercer,  'U,  Capt. 


'09  Base  Ball  Team 

FREDERICK  LINDEBURG,  '09,  Manager 

FRANK  MERCER,  '11,  Captain 


HOWARD,  '10, 

FOX,  '12, 

LORD,  '11, 

C. 

CLARK,  '10, 

1st 

B. 

CONWAY,  '10, 

2d 

B. 

SCHENCK,  '11, 

3d 

B. 

McEWEN,  '11, 

S. 

S. 

CARSON,  '10, 

R. 

F. 

MERCER,  '11, 

C. 

F. 

HEINTZMAN,  '11, 

L. 

F. 

VESTAL,  '12,  I 
RUGGLES,  '11,  1 
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The  Base  Ball  Team 


THE  base  ball  season  this  year  has  afforded  several  good  games 
and  promises  several  more  good  ones  before  the  season 
closes,  but  unfortunately  we  go  to  press  in  the  early  stage  of  the 
game.  Thus  a  systematic  review  of  the  year's  work  is  impossible 
here.  However,  we  can  safely  say  that  we  have  a  good  team  and 
that  they  are  doing  good  work.  Manager  Lindeburg  has  arranged 
a  fine  schedule,  but  so  far  the  elements  have  robbed  us  of  some  of  our 
best  games.    But  it  is  not  probable  that  we  will  have  to  cancel  any 


FREDERICK  LINDEBLRG,  '09,  Mgr. 


more.  By  the  time  this  book  is  published  the  famous  P.  H.  S. 
game  will  have  been  played.  Of  course  we  won.  How  could 
we  help  it.'  We  wish  the  team  all  success  during  the  season  and 
expect  fine  results. 


is: 


FOUL  BALL 


no 


'09  Schedule 


April  10- 

-Bradley 

4 

Illinois  Normal  7 

April  17- 

-Bradley 

Knox  College  (rain) 

April  19- 

-Bradley 

1 

Illinois  Normal  5 

April  20- 

-Bradley 

4 

Eastern  Illinois  Normal  5 

April  21- 

-Bradley 

Indiana  Normal  (rain) 

April  22- 

-Bradley 

James  Milliken  (rain) 

April  23- 

-Bradley 

11 

Illinois  Wesleyan  0 

May  1— 

-Bradley 

Illinois  College  (rain) 

May  5— 

-Bradley 

11 

Lombard  College  9 

May  12— 

-Bradley 

Illinois  Wesleyan 

May  15— 

-Bradley 

Peoria  High  School 

May  20— 

-Bradley 

Knox  College 

May  21— 

Bradley 

Hedding  College 

May  22— 

Bradley 

Lombard  College 

May  28— 

Bradley 

Hedding  College 

June    5 — 

Bradley 

James  Milliken 
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Peoria 
Peoria 

Bloomington 

Charleston 

Terre  Haute 

Decatur 

Bloomington 

Peoria 

Peoria 

Peoria  (Polyscope  in  pres 

Peoria 

Galesburg 

Abingdon 

Galesburg 

Peoria 

Peoria 


II 


The  Athletic  Board 


DR.  T.  C.  BURGESS  Chairman 

DR.  F.  L.  BISHOP  Secretary-Treasurer 

JAMES  H.  MINER       .  Horological 

CLINTON  S.  VAN  DEUSEN        Chairman  of  Interschool  Committee 

GEORGE  C.  ASHMAN  Faculty 

LESTER  R.  MASON  Colleg 

HAROLD  MCCULLOUGH  Higher  Academy 

EDWARD  MARTIN  Lower  Academy 

AMY  KEITHLEY  "...  Women 


e 
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Members  of  the  '09  Track  Team 


LESTER  R.  MASON,  '10  Manager 

ROBERT  PLOWE,  '09  Captain 

A.  W.  JAMISON  Coach 

RALPH  MILLEN,  '09 
LYNCH  CONWAY,  '10 
ROY  A.  KELLER,  '09 
JOS.  F.  BAILEY,  JR.,  '11 
JAMES  HUNTER,  '11 
HOWARD  L.  DURLEY,  '11 
CLARENCE  A.  GORDON,  '14 
CHARLES  A.  ATWOOD,  '10 
MARCUS  SCHLIEPER,  '10 
ROBERT  PLOWE,  '10 
LESTER  R.  MASON,  '10 
GLENN  EBAUGH,  '09 
DAVID  HARRIS,  -'09 
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TRACK  Team,  '09 


Track  Review  1909 


IN  GENERAL  the  work  done  by  the  track  men  this  season  has 
been  a  great  encouragement  to  those  interested  in  this  branch  of 
athletics  in  particular.  This  year,  in  contrast  to  all  previous  years, 
the  work  has  been  carried  on  as  a  team  and  not  as  a  number  of 
different  individuals.  The  result  has  been  that  the  coach  and  the 
captain  have  had  about  three  times  as  many  candidates  from  which 
to  select  their  team  as  in  former  years.  The  results  have  been 
apparent,  for  with  but  three  members  of  last  year's  team  to  start  with, 
we  developed  from  almost  unknown  material  one  of  the  fastest  and 
best  all-around  track  teams  that  Bradley  has  ever  had;  and  beyond 
this  we  have  brought  to  light  other  men  who,  though  not  first  team 
material  this  year,  can  be  depended  on  to  fill  up  the  ranks  in  the 
coming  years.  The  credit  for  these  results  goes,  without  doubt,  to 
Coach  Jamison  who  worked  hard  and  faithfully  for  the  best  interests 
of  the  team  throughout  the  season. 

The  annual  interscholastic  meet,  on  April  24th,  was  an  entirely 
successful  event  from  every  standpoint.  The  entry  list  was  larger, 
more  records  were  broken,  the  crowd  was  larger,  and  under  the 
efficient  direction  of  Manager  Mason  the  events  were  run  off  with- 


out a  single  hitch  in  the  program.  Davis,  with  four  firsts,  won  the 
meet  for  Averyville,  while  Pekin  and  Elmwood  were  close  with 
sixteen  and  fifteen  points  respectively.  Hunter  in  the  sprints  and 
Gordon  in  the  mile  did  excellent  work  for  Bradley. 

The  importance  of  the  interdivision  meet  has  been  greatly  in- 
creased this  year.  Beginning  with  this  year,  each  winner  of  a  first 
place  will  receive  a  silver  pin,  and  each  winner  of  a  second  place  a 
bronze  pin.  The  division  winning  the  largest  number  of  points 
will  receive  a  large  banner.  The  meet  this  year  was  characterized 
by  many  close  finishes,  particularly  in  the  dashes,  where  the  con- 
tests between  Plowe  and  Conway  for  first  were  the  prettiest  races 
ever  seen  in  the  history  of  the  interdivision  meet.  In  respect  to  the 
number  of  entries,  the  tenth  annual  far  surpassed  any  former  inter- 
division meet. 

With  the  dual  meet  with  Wesleyan  and  the  Intercollegiate  still 
in  the  future,  it  is  almost  impossible  to  give  any  sort  of  a  definite 
estimate  of  the  comparative  strength  of  our  team;  but  it  is  safe  to 
say  that  the  college  that  wins  from  Bradley  will  have  a  team  that 
they  may  well  be  proud  of. 

Robert  Plowe,  Captain. 
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At  the  INTERSCHOLASTIC 


Bradl 


Event 

50  yard  dash 
100  yard  dash 

220  yard  dash 

440  yard  dash 
880  yard  run 

1  mile  run 

120  yard  hurdles 
220  yard  hurdles 
Shot  put 
Hammer  throw 
Discus  throw 
High  jump 
Running  broad  jump 
Pole  vault 


Holder 

Tracy  Hancock 

Tracy  Hancock 
L.  T.  Dillon 

L.  T.  Dillon 
Robert  Plowe 

L.  T.  Dillon 

Joseph  Cowell 

Joseph  Cowell 
Robert  Droll 

Joseph  H.  Kilver 

A.  Y.  Bartholomew 

Ed.  Lidle 

H.  C.  Fawcett 

Fred  J.  Kraemer 

Glenn  M.  Ebaugh 

Glenn  M.  Ebaugh 

Spencer  Mellow 


Athletic  Records 


Record 

When  Made 

5  1-5  sec. 

1902- 

-Meet  with  Wesleyan 

10  1-5  sec. 

1902- 

-Meet  with  Wesleyan 

10  1-5  sec. 

1904 — Fifth  Annual  Interdivision 

23  sec. 

1904- 

-Meet  with  Lombard 

23  sec. 

1906- 

-Meet  with  Eureka 

54  sec. 

1904- 

-Meet  with  Lombard 

2  min.  12  4-5  sec. 

1906 — Meet  with  Eureka 

5  min.  20  sec. 

1906- 

-Meet  with  Eureka 

5  min.  20  sec. 

1909- 

-Tenth  Interdivision  Meet 

16  sec. 

1900- 

-First  Interdivision 

28  sec. 

1901- 

-Second  Interdivision 

36  ft.  8  in. 

1906- 

-Seventh  Interdivision 

115  ft.  3  in. 

1908- 

-1st  Annual  Intercollegiate 

92  ft.  5  in. 

1903- 

-Fourth  Interdivision  Meet 

5  ft.  9^  in. 

1907- 

-Meet  with  Eureka 

20  ft.  8  in. 

1909- 

-Tenth  Interdivision 

9  ft.  8  in. 

1907- 

-Meet  with  Eureka 
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In  Foot  Ball 


In  Basket  Ball 


AYLWARD 

FORREST 

MASON 

BENNETT 

FRITZE 

MILLER 


CONWAY 

HOWARD 

CLARK 

PFEIFFER 

MILLEN 

CRAIG 


KUHL 
BUNN 
SMITH 
MUNNS 


The  Polyscope  went  to  press  before  the  Bs  were  awarded  in 
track  and  baseball. 

Gold  Pins 
MASON,  BENNETT,  PFEIFFER 
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Tennis 


1\ /f  ANAGER  ATWOOD  has  arranged  two  good  tournaments 
to  be  played  off  this  season,  namely  the  men's  and  women's 
tournaments.  There  is  a  long  list  of  entries  for  each  one  and  an 
exciting  and  interesting  season  is  promised.  At  the  time  we  go  to 
press  it  is  impossible  to  give  any  probabilities  as  to  the  outcome  of 
the  tournaments,  but  in  any  case  the  winner  will  have  to  play  with 
Schenck,  the  winner  of  last  year's  tournament,  for  the  school 
championship.  The  manager  has  not  yet  been  able  to  arrange  any 
games  with  other  colleges  but  it  is  probable  that  he  will  do  so  be- 
fore the  close  of  the  season. 
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13  D  9 


I  cared  not  for  the  sharks  that  shine; 
I'll  never  ask  for  Cicero  in  mine; 
I  only  made  the  ball-team, 
Three  flunks  and  a  can  were  mine. 

Brandt. 
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The  Editor 
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The  Polyscope  Staff 


WILLIAM  H.  HUDSON  Editor  in  Chief 

Associate  Editors 

CHARLES  A.  ATWOOD   Literature 

BESSIE  MORRIS   Subscriptions 

LESTER  R.  MASON   Athletics 

LUCIUS  A.  FRITZE   Organizations 

ELLA  WESTLAKE  Normal 

DELOS  H.  THOMAS   Horological 

J.  H.  KUHL,  JR  Business  Manager 

FLOYD  E.  SANFORD        .       .       .       Assistant  Business  Manager 
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The  Tech  Staff 


G.  GORDON  KELLAR,  '10 
ROY  A.  KELLER,  '09 


Associate  Editors 

HARRY  J.  KLOTZ,  '10  

BESSIE  MORRIS,  '09 
RALPH  SEYMOUR,  '09 
ELLEN  A.  MUIR,  '08 
ROGER  SCHENCK,  '11 
ROBERT  PLOWE,  '09 
IRENE  LIDLE,  '09 
LIONEL  BONIFACE,  '14 
OTTO  DAVISON,  '11  . 


Editor  in  Chief 
Business  Manager 


Associate 


Local 


Athletics 
Social 
Freshmen 
Art 


Y.  M.  C.  A. 


Officers 

President,  CHAS.  A.  ATWOOD,  '10 

Vice-President,  WM.  C.  GIESSLER,  '11 

Secretary-Treasurer,  CARL  A.  TRAEGER,  '10 


Chairmen 

Bible  Study  Q.  GORDON  KELLAR,  '10 

Meetings,  JAMES  A.  HUNTER,  '11 

Membership,  WM.  C.  GIESSLER,  '11 


CARL  W.  ARLITT,  '10 
CHARLES  A.  ATWOOD,  '10 
LORING  L.  BUNN,  '11 
HOWARD  CAMPBELL,  '11 
FREDERICK  CAUSEY,  '09 
ROBERT  CRAIG,  '09 
LYNCH  CONWAY,  '10 
EDWIN  L.  DOUGHERTY,  '11 
OTTO  DAVISON,  '11 
ROBERT  N.  DAVIS,  '12 
HENRY  ECKSTEIN,  '11 


WALTER  E.  FLOOD,  '11 
WILBUR  S.  FORREST,  '11 
WILLIAM  C.  GIESSLER,  '11 
J.  BERTON  GREEN,  '12 
LEALDOS  W.  HAIG,  '11 
ALLEN  W.  HEYLE,  '10 
WILLIAM  H.  HUDSON,  '09 
JAMES  A.  HUNTER,  '11 
REINHARD  IBEN,  '11 
G.  GORDON  KELLAR,  '10 
ROY  A.  KELLER,  '09 


Members 

FREDERICK  LINDEBURG,  '09 
ROLLIN  J.  LITCHFIELD,  '12 
EDWARD  MUNNS,  '09 
JAMES  M.  McMEEN,  '12 
HERBERT  S.  NICHOLS,  '10 
WALTER  E.  NEAL,  '11 
ARTHUR  W.  PARK,  '12 
THEODORE  PLACK,  '12 
BENNETT  R.  PARKER,  '12 
ROBERT  PLOWE,  '09 
LYNN  D.  ROCKWELL,  '09 


WILLIAM  M.  SHOOP,  '09 
HARRY  SCHWEITZER,  '09 
FREDERICK  M.  SPENCE,  '11 
CHARLES  J.  SCRANTON,  '11 
ROGER  SCHENCK,  '11 
SHUNTOCK  SETH,  '11 
FRANK  D.  SMITH,  '11 
WALLACE  SNYDER,  '10 
CARL  A.  TRAEGER,  '10 
MERRILL  I.  SCHNEBLY,  '09 
FRANK  WERCKLE,  '09 
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Y.  W.  C.  A. 

OFFICERS  FACULTY  MEMBERS 

President   ETHEL  M.  SUMMERS,  '10  DOROTHY  DUNCAN  ^WALTERS 

i-resment      .                                           LOUISE  HELMBOLD  '09  BERTHA  REED  KATHERINE  WALTERS 

V.ce-President,                                                 ^AZEL  BOTTS  '12  MARGARET  MCLAUGHLIN  HARRIET  KEMP 

SurJr',                                                         EDITHLOVE;'09  MARTHA  SHOPBELL  MRS.  ELIDA  WINCHIP 

Students 

BERTHA  BAUGHMAN,  '09            MARY  HUNTER,  '12  ^^^^^^^J.^^fr^^'  EL^^I  JACk' '14 

T  ATTRA  rAXTON   'in                    ANNETTE  FULFORD,  '09  GRACE  WEAD,  '10  ELAlNh- JAt_K, 

=:k  i=F^^ 

HZ  IelTe^  "                SaIl  "if  ^S^Is'e'S^^ClD,  '09  ;rEl?fLr^09 

MYrI  Sg    1^»'                          ELIZABEra  BA^                '12  JESSIE  MERCER,  '11  CLEDA  KEAS,  '10 

HELEN  THOMAS,  '11  ELLA  WESTLAKE,  '09  ANNA  BIBO,  '09 
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Perfectly  Happy 


FROM  the  maple  boughs,  swaying  so  light  o'er  my  head, 
Comes  a  medley  of  notes,  thrilling  sweet; 
And  as  carefree  as  those  merry  songsters  above, 
My  heart  echoes  each  delicate  beat. 

O'er  the  riot  of  blossoms  that  nod  all  around, 

Flutter  butterflies,  dainty-hued  things; 
Disputing  the  sweets  of  the  flow'rs  with  the  bees 

While  my  heart  dances,  light  as  their  wings. 

The  breeze,  faintly  sweet  with  a  subtle  perfume. 

Is  as  soft  as  the  touch  of  a  hand 
That  caresses  my  forehead,  my  hair  and  my  cheeks 

That  the  wandering  sunbeams  have  tanned. 

I  should  like  to  sail  up  till  I  reached  that  white  cloud 

That  so  lazily  goes  floating  by; 
Such  a  soft,  downy  pillow  must  bring  pleasant  dreams 

On  its  way  thru  the  smiling  blue  sky. 

And  yet,  after  all,  there  are  pleasures  enough 

In  this  merry  old  world  of  ours; 
I  think  I  will  stay  here  and  dream  yet  awhile 

'Mid  the  butterflies,  bees  and  the  flow'rs. 

Somewhere  there  are  folk  who  are  weary  and  sad; 

Who  are  toiling  in  grime  and  in  dust; 
Upon  whom  disappointments  are  heaped,  thick  and  fast, 

And  who've  lost  all  their  hope  and  their  trust. 

But  to  me,  as  I  lie  here  and  happily  dream, 

They  seem  dim  and  far,  far  away; 
For  around  me  are  hundreds  of  bright,  happy  things. 

And  my  heart  is  as  joyous  as  they. 

V.  B. 
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NE  of  the  most  enthusiastic  and  valuable  lines  of   work    in  Bradley 


^"'^  Institute  is  the  work  which  is  done  every  year  in  music.  This  is  carried 
out  by  two  Bradley  organizations,  the  Bradley  Chorus  and  the  Bradley  Symphony 
Orchestra.  Both  of  these  institutions  prepare  and  present  the  finest  music  obtain- 
able. Appreciation  of  their  work  has  so  grown  that  the  students  and  citizens  of 
Peoria  look  forward  eagerly  to  their  public  appearances.  For  this  healthy  growth  of 
interest  in  good  music  the  greatest  credit  must  be  given  to  the  director  of  the  chorus, 
Dr.  Charles  T.  Wyckoff,  who  has  worked  faithfully  for  many  years  for  that  which 
is  now  being  realized.  We  are  indeed  fortunate  in  having  Dr.  WyckofT  with  us, 
as  he  is  one  of  the  best  musical  directors  in  the  country.  Dr.  Wyckoff  has  led 
choruses  in  Chicago,  done  general  solo  work,  taught  music  in  Doshisha  University, 
Japan,  was  for  many  years  member  of  the  Chicago  Apollo  Musical  Club,  the  lead- 
ing musical  organization  of  that  city  and  is  at  present  director  of  the  Christian 
Church  choir  of  this  city.  For  many  years  he  has  trained  the  Bradley  Chorus  to 
give  their  excellent  annual  concerts.  The  students  have  reason  to  be  proud  of  the 
successful  efforts  of  those  interested  in  music  at  Bradley  and  of  the  high  quality  of 
the  music  which  they  present.  We  hope  that  this  feeling  will  grow  until  Bradley 
will  become  more  noted  than  ever  for  her  good  music. 
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The  Chorus 


Sopranos 

LOUISE  GIBSON 
RUTH  ALLEN 
HELEN  THOMAS 
LUCY  FORD 
SYLVIA  FRANCIS 
MYRTLE  LEININGER 
RUTH  BAILEY 
PEARL  KELLY 
RUTH  SHERWOOD 
LOUISE  HELMBOLD 
MARY  BIBO 
SARAH  CROSS 
META  BECKER 
HALLIE  MALLING 
ETHEL  DRURY 
LUCILE  PULLEN 
HAZEL  HANCOCK 
NEVA  FORD 
MARY  PORTER 
MRS.  E.  H.  SCHIMPFF 
MARIE  KNAPP 
ANNA  ELLIS 
VIOLA  MARS 
SANCHEN  STREHLOW 
MARGUERITE  STREHLOW 
JOSEPHINE  SPECK 
MABEL  MCDONALD 
HAZEL  SPENCE 


FLOYD  SANFORD,  Secy. 


RUTH  COOPER 
ADDELENA  DE  LENT 
BESS  MORRIS 
ONALISE  WHITE 
FLORENCE  DRURY 
MARTHA  BAILEY 


GROVER  BAUMGARTNER,  Pres. 


ALTOS 

ANNETTE  FULFORD 
CAROLINE  BAUGHMAN 
OLGA  BELSLEY 
ARSINA  HAUK 
FLORENCE  SCHWARTZ 
LELA  MORRISON 


MELITTA  MAGARET 


TENORS 
BURTON  GREEN 
FLOYD  SANFORD 
WILLIAM  HARMS 
FREDERICK  CAUSEY 

BASSOS 

GROVER  BAUMGARTNER 
HUGH  COOPER 
WALLACE  WEST 
HAROLD  McCULLOUGH 
OTTO  DAVISON 
MARRS  SHOOP 
GLENN  EBAUGH 
JAMES  HUNTER 
DAVID  HARRIS 
THEODORE  FRANZEN 
CARL  TRAEGER 
ARTHUR  SCHOETTLER 
LESLIE  MEIDROTH 
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Harold  Plowe 


A  LL  FRIENDS  of  Bradley  Institute  take  pride  in  the  Symphony  Orchestra. 

Comparatively  few  colleges,  or  even  cities,  can  boast  of  a  similar  organization. 
It  is  conducted  on  the  broadest  basis,  and  is  open  to  all  capable  players  of  orchestral 
instruments.  Its  membership  includes  a  majority  of  the  very  best  instrumentalists  in 
this  vicinity. 

Its  prime  object  is  the  study  and  practice  of  the  very  highest  class  of  orchestral  compo- 
sitions, and  its  library  of  classic  music  for  the  grand  orchestra  is  the  largest  in  the  state 
outside  of  Chicago.  Its  great  success  is  chiefly  due  to  the  enthusiastic  and  capable 
efforts  of  Harold  Plowe  who  has  been  its  director  since  its  beginning.  Mr.  Plowe  is 
one  of  the  best  musical  conductors  in  the  state  and  Bradley  is  very  fortunate  in  having 
him  in  this  position.  The  orchestra  was  organized  ten  years  ago,  and  in  the 
last  decade  has  given  many  fine  compositions,  among  which  are  the  following: 

BEETHOVEN — Adagio  from  Sonate  Pathetique,  Polonaise  op.  8. 

MOZART — Die  Entfuhrung  Overture,  Don  Juan  Overture. 

HAYDN — Surprise  Symphony,  2d  movement;  Fifth  Symphony,  finale;  Symphony 
Militaire,  complete. 

MENDELSSOHN— Priest's  March  from  Athalia;  Lord  God  of  Abraham  from 
Elijah;  Italian  Symphony,  first  movement;  Piano  Concerto,  in  G  minor;  Spring  Song. 

WAGNER — Tannhauser  March;  Dreams;  Song  to  the  Evening  Star;  Pilgrim 
Chorus  from  Tannhauser. 

SCHUBERT — March  Militaire;  Moment  Musical;  Unfinished  Symphony. 

CHOPIN — Polonaise  Militaire;  Marche  Funebre. 

WEBER — Selection  from  Freischutz  Concert  Stuck. 

VERDI — Pilgrim  Chorus  from  Lombardi;  Prison  Scene  from  IL  Trovatore. 
GOUNOD — Overture  to  Myrella,  Marche  Pontiflcale;  La  Reine  de  Saba;  Soldier's 
Chorus  from  Faust;  Funeral  March  of  a  Marionet. 

FLOTOW — Martha,  Stradella,  and  Albin  Overtures. 

GRIEG — Peer  Gynt  Suite,  2d  and  3d  movements;  Norwegian  dances,  1st  and  2d. 
BRAHMS — Hungarian  dances,  5th  and  6th. 
TSCHAIKOWSKI— Romance,  Chanson  Trieste. 

RAFF — March  from  Lenore  Symphony  Cavatina.    BELLINI — Norma  Overture. 
ROSSINI— Barber  of  Savilla  Overture.    BALFE— Bohemian  Girl  Overture. 
BOIELDIEU— Calif  of  Bagdad.    ADAM— Le  Brasseur  de  Preston. 
SUPPE — Morning,  Noon  and  Night,  Poet  and  Peasant  Overtures. 
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Members  of  the  Orchestra 


ANNA  KERR  BIRD 
HELEN  PARKHURST 
HAZEL  LANGENBURG 
MABEL  TOENNIGS 
LAURIE  BADGLEY 


Director 
HAROLD  PLOWE 

Violins 


ALFRED  BURNREUTER 
Viola 

DR.  JOSEPH  CONIGISKY 


BERTHA  SEABURY 
JOSEPHINE  PUTNAM 
FRED  BROWN 
MILDRED  PARKER 
MERRILL  DWINELL 


Cellos 


LEWIS  BROWN 


WILLIAM  CATION 


BASS 
ELMER  PAUL 
Flutes 

J.  S.  MOON 

Clarinets 

TRUESDALE  WHEELER 

Cornets 

GORDON  BELSTERLING 

Trombone 
C.  L.  ANDERSON 
Tympani  and  Drums 
ROBERT  PLOWE  DOROTHY  PLOWE 

Piano 

LUTIE  POFFENBARGER 


WILLIAM  HUDSON 
I.  N.  VANCE 
DONALD  BADGLEY 


Ex- Members 


Violin 

MAJELLA  HOWLAND-LACEY 

VERNA  MURPHEY-HARPER 

MARION  THOMAS 

KING  BENTON 

EGMONT  MEYER 

IRENE  BUNCH 

LOTTIE  GRABER 

ANNA  HART-DUPELL 

LAURA  NICHOLSON 

A.  L.  DEAN 

ETHEL  JONES 

FOREST  TAYLOR 

ILMA  HUNTER 

MAY  BALLINGER 

FLORENCE  ROCKWELL 

JEANNETTE  MEANS-ROSS 

HUBERT  ENDRES 

DR.  EDWARD  LOUGHRIDGE 

JAMES  ROBERTSON 

GENE  BROWN 

MAY  ULRICH 

DAVID  OFF 

SIDNEY  NEWMAN 

JAMES  WILTON 

FRED  BOHL 

KATE  MEIXNER 


MYRTLE  BALLANCE-WATSON 
E.  H.  SHOAF 
EDNA  SEDGWICK 
RUDOLPH  ZANT 
GERTRUDE  MANNING 
WARD  RHEA 
RUTH  WOODWARD 
GARFIELD  BEESON 
OTTO  SAMEK 
PORTE  WHEELER 
HAZEL  LOOUIST 
MARTHA  MACKAMER 
H.  G.  LEMBERG 

Viola 
R.  R.  BOURLAND 
HOWARD  KELLOGG 
ILMA  HUNTER 
WALTER  DEHORITY 
ARTHUR  PLECHER 

Cello 
SUE  SLOAN  HENSLEY 
JAY  PLOWE 
FRANK  T.  MILLER 
HEYO  BLOCK 
RICHARD  KAYSER 
DR.  REX  SHOLL 
ROBERT  PLOWE 


Bass 


GEO.  RAMSEY 
GERALD  FRANKS 
A.  J.  DAVIS 

Flute 
DR.  ARTHUR  G.  SMITH 
JOHN  HANSEN 
WILHELMINE  MEYER 
DR.  FLOYD  KEENE 
Clarinet 
ALEX.  McCOSKER 
CHAS.  MCINTYRE 

G.  F.  BORG 

W.  R.  BABCOCK 
E.  C.  LEMBERG 

BASSOON 
GENE  BROWN 

Cornet 
WAYNE  BURKHALTER 
PROF.  GRANT  HOOD 
HOWARD  FAHNESTOCK 
FRANK  MURPHY 

H.  R.  MO  WELLE 
L.  H.  OLDKNOW 
R.  D.  BARTLETT 
HARRY  MERCER 


Horn 
GEO.  F.  CARSON 
A.  P.  MILLER 

Trombone 
ALFRED  HIATT 
H.  A.  MANIFOLD 
TEDDY  KARS 
J.  S.  MARTINET 
W.  B.  JOCHMAN 
HARRY  BROWN 

Tympani 
LULU  ODELL 
JOSEPH  GOSS  COWELL 
ESSIE  HEYLE 

Drums 
lOLA  POWELL  MAINZER 
JOHN  ALTMANN 

Piano 

CLAUDIA  E.  BURKHALTER 
IDA  BARKLEY 
ARDELLE  HARRER 
CARRIE  WESTON 
MILDRED  FAVILLE 
JOHN  JOHNSON 
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Ebiirntlj  Annual  Spring  (Hmmt 


PRESENTED 


bradley  hall 
Friday  Evening,  April  Second 

NINETEEN    HUNDRED    AND  NINE 


Part  Songs — ( a )  Elgat — "As  Torrents  in  Summer" 
(b)  Macfarren — "The  Fairies" 
The  Chorus 

Suppe — Overture — "The  Poet  and  Peasant" 
Schubert — Symphony  in  B  Minor — First  Movement — Allegro 
Titl — Serenade  for  flute  and  cello 
The  Orchestra 

Part  Songs — (a)  Sullivan — "O  Hush  Thee,  My  Babie" 
(b)  Barnby — "Sweet  and  Low" 
The  Chorus 

Chaminade — Trio  for  violin,  piano  and  cello 
Helen  Parkhurst,  Lutie  Poffenbarger, 
Lewis  Brown 

Part  Song — Gaul — "The  Singers" 
The  Chorus 

Sarasati — "Faust  Fantasie" — Solo  for  violin 
Bertha  Seabury 

Part  Song — Foote — "The  Bedouin  Love  Song" 
The  Chorus 

Schanuenia — Polish  National  Dance 
Lachner — Marche  Celebre  from  first  suite 
The  Orchestra 
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The  School  Feeling 


I  'HE  thing  that  attracts  the  attention  of  every  new  arrival  at  the 
Horological  department  and  is  noticeable  from  the  first,  is  the 
feeling  that  exists  between  the  department  members  and  the  mem- 
bers of  Bradley  Hall.  From  what  I  hear  I  do  not  think  that  either 
school  is  entirely  to  blame.  What  they  need  is  something  to  bring 
them  together. 

The  lack  of  goodfellowship  between  the  Horolog  and  the  Polly 
is  due  to  a  great  many  things.  In  the  first  place  most  of  the  Pollys 
live  in  and  around  Peoria  and  are  surrounded  by  their  friends  while 
all  the  Horologs  are  from  a  distance  and  among  strangers.  Then 
the  Horologs  have  such  long  hours  that  they  cannot  take  part  in  the 
athletics  and  the  various  student  activities  and  recreations  that  take 
place  in  the  Hall.  The  Pollys  are  at  the  Hall  a  number  of  years 
and  so  become  more  or  less,  in  that  time,  acquainted  with  all  that 
goes  on  and  become  a  part  of  the  school  while  the  Horolog  has  no 
definite  term  and  the  crowd  at  Horolog  Hall  is  constantly  changing. 

These  conditions  keep  the  two  bunches  more  or  less  estranged 
altho  there  is  no  bad  feeling  on  either  side.  This  tendency  how- 
ever should  be  overcome  and  we  hope  that  when  the  new  Gym  is 
completed  that  both  bunches  may  get  closer  together  and  work  to 
make  Bradley  the  leading  school  of  the  West  and  a  pride  not  only 
of  the  students  but  of  Peoria  and  the  surrounding  country. 

Deloss  Thomas. 
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The  Es 

The  "canning"  season  will  soon  be  here  again  if  the  hot  weather 
continues.    Let  us  all  hope  we  are  not  the  next  in  line. 

Who  told  the  kid  to  use  oil  on  his  file  and  to  ask  Marie  for  end 
shake  powder.? 

Merril  says  the  only  thing  he  can  wear  around  his  neck  is  a 
rubber  band.    His  head  still  retains  its  normal  size. 

Wanted,  "Some  energetic  Horolog  to  keep  the  tennis  court  in 
shape  for  the  rest  of  the  bunch." 

Our  old  scout  has  left  for  the  wilds  again  and  we  think  from  his 
stories  that  the  rangers  must  have  missed  him  while  he  was  away. 

Brace  up,  Murray.  Tears  won't  true  hair-springs,  although  they 
bring  relief  sometimes. 

What  instructor  was  it  that  said  he  would  club  the  next  man 
from  filing  who  stepped  inside  the  C  room  door. 

Somethimg  new  has  just  arrived  from  Texas  in  the  shape  of  a 
fifteen  year  old.  We  hope  he  does  not  go  astray,  but  as  he  is 
boarding  at  the  brewery  we  cannot  promise  anything. 

Johnny  B,  have  you  caught  any  more  dogs  lately.?     Its  funny 
how  some  people  develop  a  sudden  affection  for  dumb  animals. 

Some  Horologs  were  found  asleep  on  the  bluff  the  other  night. 
No  doubt  they  were  overcome  by  their  walk  up. 

Eddie  Foyes  leaves  for  Missouri  soon.    Good  luck,  Eddie,  in 
your  noble  calling. 

Lang  says  that,  barring  bad  luck,  he  will  finish  up  his  test  by 
August  1st,  which  is  pretty  good  for  Lang. 
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Some  of  the  bunch  who  are  in  Elgin  seem  to  like  it  very  much 
though  the  B.  H.  S.  still  seems  to  be  running. 

Brewer  entertained  friends  at  a  Dutch  lunch  on  Saturday  eve. 
All  report  a  full  time. 

Some  people  pick  watch  work  for  a  get-rich-quick  scheme,  but 
soon  drop  it  when  they  get  up  against  it  the  first  time. 

We  understand  that  one  of  the  filers  had  a  fit  over  a  tap  the 
other  day  and  wound  up  by  fainting,  but  seems  to  be  doing  nicely 
at  this  time. 

One  of  the  bunch  in  finishing,  remarked  that  the  C  room  should 
have  a  chronometer  to  save  Mr.  M.  the  trouble  of  chasing  up  stairs 
to  set  his  Ingersol  so  often. 

We  begin  to  see  the  improvement  in  the  material  furnished, 
especially  the  alcohol,  which  is  at  least  three  per  cent,  pure,  the  rest 
being  "aqua  pura." 

We  have  often  wondered  how  the  club  obtained  its  nickname 
brewery,  whether  it  was  once  a  brewery  or  that  there  is  a  great  deal 

of  the  brewed  material  passing  in  late  at  night  in  the  shape  of  

well,  anyway  we  understand  that  the  landlord  is  all  right  and  things 
are  improving  of  late. 

Baxter  you  will  please  refrain  from  snoring  during  watch  lecture, 
we  do  not  mind  if  you  sleep  peaceably  as  that  will  not  disturb  Prof. 
Hart. 

Goldie  has  at  last  departed  for  the  big  state  "Texas."  We  hope 
he  makes  good  at  the  trade,  but  don't  examine  any  eyes  as  we 
would  be  fearful  of  the  results. 
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Dr.  Preswood  (alias  Alabama) — "Is  this  test  staff  alright,  Mr. 
M.?" 

Mr.  M. — "I  don't  think  it  will  do.    You  had  better  try  another." 
Alabama — "I  think  Mr.  M.  you  had  better  let  me  examine  your 
eyes. 

Our  drummer  is  making  good,  not  only  at  the  traps  but  in 
watch  work.    Wanted  nice  girl  for  same. 

The  attendance  is  more  regular  since  they  closed  Pete's.  Score 
one  for  O'Conner. 

Well  Willie,  we  hope  you  make  a  good  watchmaker,  "well 
anyhow"  everybody  can't  become  an  expert. 

We  would  like  a  ball  team  from  our  bunch,  but  we  cannot  spare 
the  time  although  we  have  the  material. 

Wanted  to  know  why  the  boys  spend  so  much  time  at  the 
material  window  of  late. 

We  are  wondering  if  we  are  going  to  Springfield  this  year,  as 
there  were  some  lively  developments  from  the  trip  last  year,  but  we 
will  promise  to  be  good,  Mr.  W.,  if  we  go. 

Since  the  "alcohol  throwers"  left  for  Elgin,  quiet  reigns  once 
more. 

What  is  that  peculiar  smell  that  invades  the  air  ?  Is  it  singed 
cat.?    No,  somebody's  head  over  the  gas  jet. 

The  paint  gang  did  some  good  work  on  the  new  gym.  We 
hope  they  stay  long  enough  to  enjoy  the  privileges  of  the  same. 

Wolf  would  like  to  swap  a  lap-dog  for  a  trued  hair  spring  to  use 
on  his  test. 


Some  of  the  fellows  are  leaving  for  Elgin.  We  hope  they  make 
good,  but  you  know  the  old  adage  about  the  rolling  stone. 

Cheer  up,  Henksler,  the  C  list  is  not  so  long  after  all. 

We  of  St.  James,  miss  the  strains  of  Van  Court's  horn  these 
summer  days  and  we  hope  that  he  is  making  good  in  that  Southern 
state  for  which  he  has  just  left. 

Our  new  building  has  arrived  in  the  shape  of  a  model  school 
house  built  by  the  Polly,  and  presents  a  fine  appearance  on  the 
lawn  at  the  west  of  our  building. 

They  say  laquer  is  good  for  the  headache.  "How  about  it, 
Brockett 


The  Anatomy  of  a  Horolog 
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The  council 


The  Council 


DR.  T.  C.  BURGESS  Chairman 

FACULTY 

DR.  C.  T.  WYCKOFF  DOROTHY  DUNCAN 


College 

MERRILL  I.  SCHNEBLY  MELITTA  MAGARET 

Higher  Academy 
RUDOLPH  HEINTZMAN  LILY  KEITHLEY 

Lower  Academy 
JOHN  HICKEN  EMILY  BENTON 
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TELL  me  not  in  joyful  numbers, 
School  life  is  a  happy  dream, 
For  the  person  flunks  who  slumbers 
And  schools  are  not  what  they  seem. 

School  is  real!    School  is  earnest! 
And  to  flunk  is  not  our  goal. 
"Past  thou  art  and  dare  returneth," 
Is  the  aim  of  every  soul. 

Not  conditions  and  not  sorrow, 
Is  our  destined  end  or  way, 
But  to  pass,  that  each  tomorrow 
Nears  for  us  commencement  day. 

Hours  are  long  but  time  is  fleeting, 
And  our  lessons,  hard  and  long, 
Still  like  pickets  bold  are  keeping 
Bradley  girls  from  Fashions  throng. 


In  the  office  of  Dean  Burgess, 
In  the  campus,  in  the  hall, 
Freshmen  do  as  Senior  urges, 
Be  a  man  in  Bradley  Hall. 

Trust  no  future,  howe'er  pleasant, 
Let  the  dead  past  bury  its  dead. 
Work,  work,  in  the  living  present, 
Prof's  within  and  hope  ahead. 

Lives  of  great  Deans  all  remind  us 
There  is  much  to  learn  from  books, 
And  by  cramming,  leave  behind  us 
Good  marks  in  the  Bradley  books. 

Good  marks,  which  perhaps  another, 
Plodding  on,  but  all  in  vain, 
A  forlorn  and  flunking  brother 
Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 


Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing. 
With  hopes  on  commencement  set, 
Still  achieving,  still  pursuing 
And  each  a  diploma  get. 

J.  E.  W.,  '10. 
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DRAMATICS  at  Bradley  are  a  very  important  item  in  student 
activities.  Every  year  several  good  plays  are  given.  Of 
course  we  naturely  think  first  of  the  annual  athletic  benefit  in  this 
connection  hut  it  is  only  one  of  many. 

Every  year  the  modern  language  department  gives  a  German 
play  and  often  a  French  play.  The  annual  German  play  given  this 
year  was  well  selected  and  cleverly  put  on.  The  humorous  little 
sketch  made  a  hit  and  offered  a  fine  evening's  amusement  for  the 
large  audience  of  German  enthusiasts. 

The  college  students  held  their  annual  "College  Doin's"  in 
which  they  presented  the  clever  little  comedy  skit,  "The  Bradley 
Tattle-tale,"  the  tattle-tale  being  the  name  of  a  newspaper  the 
office  of  which  is  the  scene  of  the  play.  The  play  pictures  the 
trials  and  tribulations  of  the  editor.  Our  old  comedian  Cush  was 
on  deck  with  a  good  assortment  of  hot  ones  and  of  course  made  a 
decided  hit. 

This  year  the  Omiron  girls  for  their  annual  play,  gave  George 
Fitch's  story,  "The  Strike  at  Siwash,"  which  had  been  dramatized 
for  them.  The  play  came  off  in  fine  style  and  was  a  credit  to  those 
presenting  it.  A  large  musical  program  was  given  thru  the  play 
which  added  greatly  to  the  enjoyment  of  the  evening.  The  cast 
boasted  of  three  choruses,  "The  Cupid  Chorus,"  "The  Pickaninnie 
Chorus"  and  "The  Kiowa  Men".  All  did  well  and  were  well 
received.  Altogether  the  play  was  most  excellent  and  was  put  on 
in  true  Bradley  style. 

The  English  Club  this  year  at  their  annual  banquet  presented 
the  famous  scene  from  "Midsummer  Night's  Dream,"  "Pyramus 
and  Thisbe,"  in  Elizabethan  style,  just  as  it  was  presented  by  the 
artisans  of  Athens  in  the  Shakespearian  play.  The  cast  in  the 
enactment  of  their  little  scene  gave  the  English  Club  one  of  the 
most  pleasant  evenings  that  they  have  ever  enjoyed. 
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THE  Bradley  annual 
athletic  play  given 
this  year  on  April  six- 
teenth was  by  far  the 
finest  in  every  way  that 
Bradley  ever  put  on  the 
stage  and  that  is  making 
a  very  strong  statement 
for  we  have  put  on 
some  fine  ones  in  the 
past.  However  we  feel 
justified  in  making  the 
statement.  Everything 
came  off  in  Al  style  ex- 
cept the  weather.  But 
the  weather  did  not  keep 

away  the  crowd  for  the  house  was  packed  to  the  limit.  More 
tickets  were  sold  than  ever  before. 

The  house  was  blazoned  with  the  colors  of  the  Senior  and  Junior 
classes  and  of  the  fraternities.  School  spirit  was  very  manifest  and 
something  was  doing  all  the  time.  The  Bradley  Symphony  Orchestra 
furnished  a  fine  program  of  music  in  its  usual  excellent  manner,  finish- 
ing off  the  evening  in  true  Bradley  style. 

As  to  the  play  itself  we  have  already  said  it  was  our  best. 
Especial  interest  attached  itself  to  this  play  in  that  it  was  the  first 
appearance  of  a  newly  written  play  which  is  to  appear  on  the  stage 


CARL  PFEFFINGER  AS  "PHILIP  SHIELDS"       JULIA  VOORHEES  AS  "KATHERYNESTUART" 


next  season.  Emily 
Foster  Day,  the  author 
of  the  play,  was  present 
at  its  presentation  and 
was  well  satisfied  withits 
first  appearance  which 
means  so  much  to  a 
playwright.  For  the 
success  of  the  cast 
which  represented  us, 
greatest  credit  must  be 
given  Mr.  Frank  T. 
Wallace  under  whose 
careful  coaching  they 
practiced.  It  certainly 
takes  a  very  good  coach 
to  put  on  the  stage  every  year  a  production  which  smacks  nothing 
of  the  amateur,  in  a  few  week's  time. 

The  stage  fittings  were  of  the  very  best  class  on  the  stage.  Most 
of  them  were  made  for  the  occasion  at  the  school  and  did  great  credit 
to  their  designers.  The  play  ran  off  without  a  single  hitch  just  as 
if  it  had  been  on  the  road  for  months  instead  of  being  a  first  appear- 
ance. This  speaks  well  for  the  stage  manager  and  the  property 
men.  In  fact  everything  was  done  up  in  fine  style  from  the  cast 
down.  We  congratulate  those  connected  with  the  play  and  wish 
next  year's  management  equal  success. 
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'GOLIATH" 


A  Play  of  Modern  Life  in  Four  Acts 
BY 

EMILY  FOSTER  DAY. 
Staged  by  FRANK  T.  WALLACE. 

Characters  of  the  Play  in  the  Order  of  their  Entrances 
on  the  Stage: 


Mrs.  Lutrell  MARIE  KNAPP 

Jeanette  Gray  LUCILE  MAPLE 

Henry  France  LESLIE  MEIDROTH 

Katheryne  Stuart  JULIA  VOORHEES 

David  Ireland  LESLIE  LORD 

Mark  Shields  HUGH  COOPER 

Philip  Shields  CARL  PFEFFINGER 

Edward  Bard  JAMES  AYLWARD 

Allan  Robb  HAROLD  McCULLOUGH 

Mallory  WILBUR  FORREST 

A  Reporter  GROVER  BAUMGARTNER 

Operator  GEISSERT  HOWARD 


Scenes  in  which  the  Action  of  the  Play  transpires: 

Act    I— The  Grounds  of  a  Chicago  Suburban  Residence  during  a 
Lawn  Fete. 

Act  II — Pine  Hill,  Henry  France's  Summer  Home. 
AC"T  III — Henry  France's  Private  Office. 
Act  IV— David  Ireland's  Office. 
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—  Cyh^oir^s  


"The  Strike  at  Siwash" 

George  Fitch's  Saturday  Evening  Post  Story.    Dramatized  by  Percy  A.  Folsom 
PEORIA  WOMEN'S  CLUB 
Thursday,  Feb.  11th 
Music  in  charge  of  MRS.  DAVID  LACKEY 


CAST  OF  Characters 

Ole  Skjarson    HAROLD  PATCH 

Hart  D.  Stroyer,  of  the  Eta  Bita  Pies  FRANK  COLLINS 

Algie  Brewster,  of  the  Chi  Yi  Sighs    JOHN  OLIVER 

Reggie  Frankling,  of  the  Alfalfa  Deltas  DAWSON  BRAND 

Petey  Simpkins  CLARK  VANCE 

Bost,  a  coach  HUGH  COOPER 

Eckers  Hall,  of  the  Kiowa  team  JAMES  AYLWARD 

Miss  Spenser,  of  the  Fi  Lamb  Dies  MISS  ERMA  SEATON 

Miss  Cutting,  of  the  Kappa  Ipsilons  MISS  MARIE  KNAPP 

Miss  Frost,  of  the  Yama  Yamas  MRS.  WM.  GABLE 

Miss  Winter,  of  the  Hama  Fattas    MISS  MARTHA  TRIEBEL 

Members  of  the  Kappa  Son-of-a-guns,  Sigh  Whoopsilons,  Football 
Players,  Girl  Students,  etc. 

Time— Present.    Place — Jonesville,  Minn. 

SYNOPSIS: 

ACT  I— Scene  1:  Student's  Club  House.  Scene  2:  Ole's  Apartment. 
ACT  II— Ball  in  Ole's  Honor.    ACT  III— Football  Game. 


MUSICAL   SELECTIONS— First  Act 

Our  Family  Tree     DAWSON  BRAND 

Pet  Names  MARTHA  TRIEBEL  and  CLARK  VANCE 

Cupid  P  H  D   MARIE  KNAPP  and  CHORUS 

Oh  le!    O  Ole  O  Ay   H.  K.  PATCH 

Second  Act 

Alabama  ED.  HOLSTMAN  and  PICKANINNIES 

Third  Act 

Dance  "La  Cigale"  CRIQUETTE  BUCK 

J^jj^fjJ^g   .  — .-  — .. 

CUPID  CHORUS-LUCY  PROCTOR,  LOUISE  PETERS,  BERENICE 
HALL  MYRA  VANCE,  ITALENE  PEDRICK,  MARGUERITE 
SMITH,    JESSIE  RUTHERFORD,  MYRTLE  LEININGER  and 

GENIE  MCCLURE.  ,^,r^„T  t-v 

PICKANINNIES— MARGUERITE  RICHMOND,     AMA  KEITHLEY, 

RUTH  COOPER,  BESS  ESTEP,  KATE  BUCK  and  SNOWBALL 

WASHINGTON  LEE.  ^^„^xt^ 
KIOWA  MEN— JOE    BATCHELDER,    LEONARD  ARMSTRONG, 

RICHARD  PEDRICK,  CARL  SLANE  and  J.  H.  KUHL. 
MASCOT— GEORGE  SMITH. 
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"A  TEDIOUS  BRIEF  SCENE  OF  YOUNG  PYRAMUS 
AND  HIS  LOVE  THISBY" 

AS  GIVEN  BY  THE  ARTISANS  OF  ATHENS 
AT  THE  WEDDING  FEAST  IN  MIDSUMMER 
NIGHT'S  DREAM,  ACT.  V:  SC.  I. 

CAST 


Prologue    HUGH  E.  COOPER 

Py ramus   -  G.  GORDON  KELLAR 

Thisby    E.  FRANCIS  GEORGE 

Wall     LORING  T.  BUNN 

Moonshine   -     WILLIAM  M.  SHOOP 

Lion    GROVER  C.  BAUMGARTNER 


THE  WEDDING  PARTY  (In  Costume) 


ELLEN  MUIR 
ARSINA  HAUK 
LOUISE  DELENT 


ROBT.  PLOWE 
BENJ.  S.  PFEIFFER 
JAMES  HUNTER 


THE  BRADLEY  TATTLE-TALE 

A  Playlet  given  by  the 
COLLEGE  STUDENTS 
Portraying  the  Trials  of  an  Editor 


CAST 

EDWARD  CUSHING 
MARIE  KNAPP 
BESS  MORRIS 

 EDITH  LOVE 

 ,  WM.  HUDSON 

.  FRED  LINDEBURG 

 MAYO  GOSS 

ELIZABETH  ESTEP 
...  RALPH  SEYMOUR 


The  Editor.  

His  Stenographer  

A  War  Correspondent  

A  Poet  

The  Artist  

The  Colored  Supplement 
The  Colored  Extra 

The  Society  Editor..  

Fashion  Editor    
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''ENGLISH  SPOKEN  HERE" 


CAST 

TAUPIN,  Merchant,  50  years  old.   GROVER  BAUMGARTNER 

EURANTHYE,  his  wife,  40  years  old   BESS  MORRIS 

Celestine,  his  daughter,  18  years  old  RUTH  COOPER 

CARAMBA,  a  Mexican,  45  years  old   BEN  PFEIFFER 

ANAIS,  his  wife,  30  years  old  .  ^  MYRA  KING 

JOHN  POODLE,  Englishman,  25  years  old,  Celestine's  lover  HUGH  COOPER 

ROSE,  Taupin's  maid  --  JEAN  LOVE 

SYNOPSIS 

Taupin,  who  cannot  speak  a  word  of  English  has  arranged  to  rent 
rooms  during  a  big  fair,  and  has  hung  out  a  card,  "ENGLISH  SPOKEN 
Here."  John  Poodle  a  kind  fellow  traveller  rents  a  room  of  Taupin  for 
Anais,  who  has  become  separated  from  her  husband  on  the  way,  when 
John  discovers  in  Celestine  a  girl  whom  he  has  formerly  fallen  in  love 
with  in  London,  he  also  rents  a  room  at  an  enormous  price.  On  account 
of  the  maid  who  quits,  on  account  of  Anais'  jealous  husband  who  enters 
and  on  account  of  Taupin's  imagining  that  John  Poodle  and  Anais  belong 
together,  arises  a  very  comical  confusion,  which,  however,  is  finally 
cleared  up  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  concerned. 
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THE  SECOND  Annual  Debate  between  Bradley  and  Eureka 
College  was  held  at  Eureka  on  April  9th.  The  subject  was 
"Resolved,  That  the  welfare  of  the  Nation  demands  the  enactment 
of  Federal  laws  providing  for  a  graduated  income  tax. "  Bradley 
maintained  the  negative  and  Eureka  the  affirmative. 

Bradley  was  represented  by  Messrs.  Merrill  I.  Schnebly, 
Frederick  A.  Causey,  and  Harry  J.  Klotz.  Messrs.  A.  F.  Larson, 
Guy  L.  Zerby  and  Chester  L.  Gains  appeared  for  Eureka.  The 
debate  was  an  excellent  one  throughout.  Bradley  appeared  to  have 
the  better  of  the  argument,  but  Eureka's  men  were  more  at  ease  on 
the  platform.    The  judges'  decision  was  two  to  one  in  favor  of 
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Eureka. 

Much  credit  is  due  to  Mr.  E.  F.  George  of  the  English  Depart- 
ment for  his  work  in  coaching  the  team.  • 

One  interesting  feature  was  the  large  number  of  Bradley  students 
who  went  to  Eureka  to  hear  the  debate  and  support  the  team.  At 
least  forty  friendly  faces  greeted  our  debaters  when  they  appeared 
upon  the  platform.  We  must  have  certainly  convinced  Eureka  that 
Bradley  is  a  live  institution.  Such  an  unusual  display  of  interest  is 
highly  encouraging,  and  we  hope  that  it  means  even  more  enthusiastic 
and  more  effective  debating  next  year. 


A SUCCESS?  Well  I  should  say  so!  We  mean  the  Athletic 
Banquet  of  course.  It  was  the  best  banquet  that  we  ever 
gave.  Following  the  victory  over  Illinois  College,  two  hundred 
students  sat  down  to  the  feast.  Toastmaster  Cooper  started  the 
ball  to  rolling  by  one  of  his  clever  stories,  and  then  the  audience 
listened  to  the  eloquence  of  all  the  knights  of  the  gridiron,  faculty 
members,  managers,  etc.  Following  the  spread  the  assembly 
indulged  in  a  jolly  dance  program  and  all  agreed  that  the  evening 
was  a  huge  success. 

On  April  third  a  banquet  was  held  in  honor  of  Mr.  C.  A. 
Bennett,  who  had  recently  returned  from  abroad. 

The  members  of  the  Pedagogic  Club,  faculty  of  the  Normal 
department  and  invited  guests  were  present  to  the  number  of  sixty. 
Mr.  C.  W.  Angier  was  introduced  as  toastmaster  by  President 
Hutter.  The  following  responses  were  made  to  toasts:  "Student 
Experiences,"  Mr.  Hidalgo;  "Pedagogues,"  Miss  Balke; 
"  Teacher's    Courses    at    Bradley,  "      Dr.    Burgess ;      "  The 
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Social  Side  of  the  Pedagogic  Club,"  Miss  Baughman;  "The 
Pedagogic  Club,"  Miss  Day;  "The  Weather,"  Mr.  Bowers;  "The 
Emerald  Isle,"  Miss  Shields.  Superintendent  Smith  of  the  city 
schools  gave  a  very  interesting  talk,  and  Mr.  Bennett  gave  a  fine 
account  of  Industrial  Education  as  he  saw  it  in  English  schools. 
Music  by  Miss  Baughman  and  Mr.  Hartz. 

On  March  20th  the  English  Club  held  their  annual  banquet 
and  we  are  told  it  was  a  big  success  all  around.  Mr.  Fred  Bourland 
acted  as  toast  master  on  the  occasion.  Mr.  P.  G.  Rennick  gave  a 
number  of  dialect  sketches.  Short  talks  were  made  by  Edward 
Cushing  and  Miss  Janet  Grant.  Following  the  spread  the  Play 
Pyramus  and  Thisbe  was  given  in  Elizabethan  style  by  members  of 
the  club. 

On  May  29th  a  banquet  will  be  given  in  the  new  gym.  The 
day  is  the  date  of  the  Intercollegiate  Meet  and  the  gym  will  be 
formally  opened  on  that  day.  A  fine  time  is  assured  and  we  know 
that  the  spread  will  come  off  in  the  usual  Bradley  style. 
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THE  LINCOLN-DOUGLAS  DEBATES 

Hon.  Clark  E.  Carr,  Galesburi,  111. 
November  13 

Mr.  Carr  knew  Lincoln  intimately  and  was  closely  associated 
with  him  during  the  period  of  the  famous  debates  with  Douglas. 
The  lecture  gave  a  full  and  interesting  account  of  this  series  of 
debates,  so  important  in  the  history  of  Illinois  and  the  Nation. 

Mr.  Carr  has  long  been  prominent  in  public  life  (formerly  U.  S. 
Minister  to  Denmark),  and  in  more  recent  years  his  writings — par- 
ticularly "The  mini"— have  brought  additional  reputation.  He 
has  been  much  sought  for  as  a  public  speaker. 

THE  NEGRO  AS  A  CHARACTER  IN  FICTION 

Miss  Margaret  McLaughlin 
December  4 

The  lecture  contained  a  discussion  of  the  most  important 
novels  and  short  stories  in  which  the  negro  has  appeared,  and 
pointed  out  the  excellencies  and  defects  of  treatment. 

IRELAND 

Miss  Dorothy  Duncan 
December  11 

This  lecture  presented  a  brief  history  of  Ireland  and 
furnished  a  picture  of  the  modern  life  there,  dealing  especially  with 
the  counties  of  Cork,  Kerry,  Galway  and  the  region  around 
Kilarney.  This  part  of  the  Island  is  rich  in  folklore.  The 
immigration  from  these  counties  to  the  United  States  has  been  great. 
There  were  numerous  lantern  slides  illustrating  not  only  many 
places  not  often  visited,  but  also  the  city  life  of  the  Irish  people. 

Miss  Duncan  spent  most  of  the  summer  of  1907  in  Ireland. 


A  COURSE  OF  SIX  LECTURES 


Reverend  David  Beaton,  M.  A. 
Lecturer  in  General  Literature,  University  of  Chicago 

Scotland  in  Song  and  Story 

Scotland  in  Song  and  Story  (Lantern  Slides) 
Scottish  Ballads  and  Pre-Burns  Literature 
The  Genius  and  Poetry  of  Robert  Burns  - 
The  Genius  and  Work  of  Sir  Walter  Scott 
Modern  Scottish  Humorists 
Scotland's  Contribution  to  the  World's  Progress 

Dr.  Beaton  is  a  native  of  Scotland  and  resided  there  until  early 
manhood.  In  the  themes  which  he  has  chosen  for  this  series  of 
lectures  he  has  the  advantage  of  speaking  about  his  native  country, 
on  scenes  and  people  familiar  from  years  of  personal  contact.  Smce 
coming  to  America,  Dr.  Beaton  has  been  successively  college 
president,  pastor  of  important  churches,  and  University  extension 
lecturer.  Dr.  Beaton  has  spoken  in  every  part  of  the  United  States 
and  Canada,  and  his  lectures  have  been  enthusiastically  received. 
He  is  a  clear  thinker,  a  pleasing  and  forceful  speaker,  and  to  these 
qualities  as  an  orator  there  is  added  an  unusually  attractive  Scotch 
accent.  Many  in  Peoria  have  heard  him  and  know  for  themselves 
his  power  as  a  lecturer. 


January  8 
January  22 
February  5 
February  19 
March  5 
March  19 
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FOUNDER'S  DAY 


Twelfth  Annual  Observance 
Thursday,  October  the  Eighth 
Nineteen  Hundred  and  Eight 

Processional— March  E.  Guiraud 

Invocation —  

The  Reverend  W.  B.  Shoop 

Organ  Solo— Offenoire  in  D  Minor  Baiiste 

Miss  Edith  L.  Campbell 

The  Address— "The  Social  Value  of  a  Liberal  Education," 

Professor  Nathaniel  Butler 

(College  of  Education,  The  University  of  Chicago) 

Recessional— Prelude  M.  Costa 
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The  Bradley  Athlete 


Who  boots  the  pig  skin  in  the  fall? 

The  Bradley  Athlete. 
Who  teaches  rooting  in  the  Hall? 

The  Bradley  Athlete. 
Who  is  it  never  loses  heart? 
Who  takes  the  stiffest  course  in  art? 

The  Bradley  Athlete. 

Who  in  the  country  chews  tough  chops? 

The  Bradley  Athlete. 
Plays  basket  ball  in  butcher  shops? 

The  Bradley  Athlete. 
Who  is  it  as  as  he  turns  or  whirls, 
Still  has  his  eye  on  all  the  girls? 

The  Bradley  Athlete. 

Who  is  it  always  clouts  the  ball? 

The  Bradley  Athlete. 
To  distant  timber,  uncut  and  tall? 

The  Bradley  Athlete. 
Who  has  a  cleaning  for  them  all? 
Who  moves  the  bleachers,  spring  and  fall? 

The  Bradley  Athlete.— CUSH. 
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It  was  at  the  Lombard  game.  It  was  ninth  inning.  Bradley 
was  at  bat.  Two  men  were  down.  Lombard  was  two  runs  to  the 
good.  "Home  run  Heinie"  walked  to  the  plate  and  grasping  the 
willow  wand,  faced  the  pitcher  with  fire  in  his  eye  (Heinie's  eye). 
The  pitcher  doubled  himself  up,  suddenly  unsnapped  and  the  ball 


flew  across  the  pan.  "Strike  one".  Now  Heinie  has  two  strikes 
and  three  balls.  Up  on  the  bleachers  Jimmie  holds  his  breath. 
The  pitcher  once  more  winds  himself  up.  Jimmie's  heart  stops 
beating.  "Jimmie  dear,"  gurgles  the  fair  young  girl  at  his  side, 
"Why  do  they  always  run  when  they  hit  the  ball.?" 


Have  you  ever  seen 

a  peanut  stand 
or 

a  sardine  box 
or 

a  church  step 
or 

a  board  walk 
or 

the  wind  blow  up  the  street 
or 

a  home  run 
or 

a  barn  dance 
or 

a  man  pull  up  the  river 
or 

a  steeple  chase 
or 

a  man  catch  his  breath 
or 

an  asphalt  drive? 
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The  Episode  of  The  Editor 

Being  a  Defense  of  His  Helpless  Victims 


The  Editor  sat  on  his  throne 

(It  was  a  three-legged  stool) 

And  munched  from  hunks  of  manna  sweet 
(A  cheese  sandwich — oh  fool.) 

His  forehead  broad,  was  marked  in  lines, 

His  crafty  eye  was  dark; 
Upon  the  suave  and  cynic  mouth 

There  sat  the  villian's  mark. 

His  brain  was  busily  whirling  round. 
To  rake  up  some  new  way, 

In  which  he  might  torment  the  school. 
And  hear  what  they  would  say. 

He  thought  of  satires  and  of  puns — 

He  cast  them  all  aside; 
He'd  tried  them  many  times  before; 

His  faith  in  them  had  died. 

At  last  his  smouldering  eye  lit  up, 

He  smiled  in  awful  glee; 
A  brand  new  torment  had  appeared; 

He'd  try  it — hee!  hee!  hee! 

Of  manners  he  had  tried  a  score 

To  make  his  paper  bad; 
With  stories  poor  and  poems  worse; 

His  jokes  were  awful  sad. 


Each  month  a  mighty  howl  went  up 
The  day  che  paper  came; 

The  pain  and  grief  he  caused  the  school 
Were  really  quite  a  shame. 

And  yet  in  spite  of  all  these  things 
His  joy  was  e'er  the  more, 

When  he  could  make  the  others  squirm 
In  agonies  galore. 

They  kicked  at  him — he  only  smiled; 

Their  tears  he  did  not  heed: 
His  heart  had  withered  long  before — 

A  heart  he  did  not  need. 

Oh,  editors  are  mostly  bad; 

This  one  was  much  the  worst 
That  ever  to  angelic  mind 

An  anger  brought,  accurst. 

And  so  he  put  a  sign  on  high; 

He  tacked  it  in  the  hall — 
"Ten  good  live  stories  wanted  soon; 

Now  don't  delay  at  all." 

Of  prizes  he  would  give  a  score — 

A  neat  ten  dollar  bill, 
A  five,  a  two,  and  then  some  ones, 

For  shorter  stories  still. 
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He  advertised,  he  talked  it  up; 

'Twas  always  on  his  tongue: 
He  threatened,  bribed,  and  coaxed  and  swore 

At  old  and  new  and  young. 

'Twas  then  that  some  began  to  write; 

And  then  there  came  some  more; 
Until  at  last  an  interest  raged 

Unknown  in  school  before. 

They  wrote  like  mad;  they  stayed  up  nights; 

They  thought  in  plot  and  verse: 
The  pile  upon  the  Ed'tor's  desk 

His  cares  did  reimburse. 

At  last  the  fatal  day  came  'round 

When  judgment  should  be  given; 

Confused  and  anxious  was  the  air 

Of  those  who'd  worked  and  striven. 

The  editor  retired  alone, 

With  pen  and  carmine  ink; 
But  what  he'd  planned  to  do  therewith 

Not  one  bright  soul  did  think. 

With  avsrful  glee  his  face  was  lit; 

With  joy  his  pen  he  took: 
"Refused — no  good,"  he  wrote  on  all; 

Ne'er  stopped  to  take  a  look. 


Each  theme  he  put  in  envelope; 

A  stamp  he  stuck  thereto; 
And  sent  them  back  by  Uncle  Sam — 

'Twas  what  he'd  planned  to  do. 

Myriads  were  the  hearts  that  day 

That  sank — and  then  sank  lower: 

The  pain  they  suffered  down  inside 
Was  like  to  none  before. 

And  then  each  asked  of  some  one  else, 

"Who's  got  the  proffered  bill.?" 
But  no  one's  ever  seen  it  yet, 
And  no  one  ever  will. 

'Twas  then  it  slowly  came  to  them, 
The  whole  thing  was  a  fake. 

"We're  stung — we  wasted  all  that  time 
Not  one  theme  did  he  take." 

A  mighty  uproar  then  ensued; 

The  "hero"  only  smiled. 
His  satisfaction  leapt  by  bounds 

As  they  his  name  defiled. 

For  editors  of  every  sort 

The  most  delight  do  take 

In  turning  down  the  stories 
That  other  writers  make. 


And  though  these  things  I've  said  above. 

From  most  are  always  hid; 
He  acted  and  he  thought  like  this; 

He  did— OH  YES  HE  DID  !— G.  G.  K.  '10 
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Dr.  Bishop  (lecturing  in  Physics  3  on  the  Heavenly  bodies) 
"We  will  not  be  able  to  see  the  shape  of  Venus  again  for  five 
thousand  years." 

Taylor's  Theorem— "What  you  can't  cut,  drop." 

Spectator  in  the  first  row  at  "GolIATH"  as  the  mob  gets  in  its 
heavy  work,  "I  thought  that  this  was  a  wheat  deal  but  it  seems  to 

be  all  Hey!" 

Mr.  COMSTOCK— "Gauss  could  work  difficult  problems  in 
calculus  when  he  was  ten  years  old!" 

CusH — "That's  nothing!  When  I  was  six  years  old  I  used  logs 
to  build  a  play  house." 

Keller— "And  I've  heard  th^t  rabbi  ts  multiply  very  rapidly." 


What  did  Fritze  find  in  Chemistry  to  make  him  so  talkative  at  f 
Calculus  the  following  hour.''" 

't\ 

A  great  calamity  has  befallen  Bradley.    We  havn't  any  more  ' 
pair  trees.    You  can't  find  a  tree  on  the  Campus  that  wont  afford  ; 
shade  for  a  dozen  or  so.    We  know  for  we've  investigated.    If  the 
Trustees  don't  hustle  around  and  get  some  more  for  us  we'll  never 
be  able  to  keep  up  our  reputation. 

The  Theme-writer's  Nightmare 

In  the  year  1930,  a  young  man  was  seen  with  a  beard,  slowly 
meandering  rapidly  down  Twenty-third  Avenue  in  East  Peoria,  on 
the  back  of  a  camel  with  a  long  tail  and  gold  eyeglasses.  In  his 
right  hand  he  carried  a  cannon  and  in  his  other,  an  umbrella.  He  f 
was  a  young  man  for  his  age,  but  looked  older.  His  costume  con- 
sisted of  a  coat-of-arms  and  knickerbockers  of  the  same,  and  on  his 
head,  he  wore  a  red  cap  made  of  black  sheet  iron.  In  his  face  was 
a  look  of  unsteady  determination  and  a  corn  cob  pipe.  As  he  neared 
the  corner  in  the  middle  of  the  block,  a  mighty  roar  like  the  sound 
of  a  Jersey  Mosquito  reached  his  ear — in  fact  his  two  ears — and  in 
a  second,  four  hundred  and  seven  real  live  lions  with  angry  tails  and 
mounted  on  nice  red  wooden  wheels,  rushed  out  at  him  and 
announced  their  sad  determination  to  eat  him  all  up.  He  said  not 
a  word  nor  anything  else,  but  just  aimed  his  cannon  and  fired  and 
when  the  battle  was  over,  all  were  dead,  slain  outright,  killed  or 
mortally  wounded.  > 


The  Bradley  Siamese  Twins 
Persons  Lofberg 
Baile  George 
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De  Ed'tor 


Swing  wide  dat  gate,  'Postle  Peter, 

Ring  de  big  bell,  for  de  Pope, 
Saints  and  Martyrs  den  will  meet  dere 

De  Ed'tor  of  de  Polyscope. 
Sound  dat  bugle.  Angel  Gabriel, 

Tell  de  teachers,  loud  and  shrill, 
Clear  out  dose  gal'ry  seats  in  chapel. 

Here  comes  now  our  Brudder  Bill. 

Turn  de  lights  up,  (?)  Mister  Watchman, 

Arms  are  de  middle  'round, 
Let  de  ork'stra  play  its  bestest, 

"Jess  Tell  Me  Dat  You  Lub  Me  Hun." 
Den  let  Moses  fetch  de  sheepskin; 

Caps  and  gowns.'    I've  got  'em  on, 
Spite  of  all  de  Calc  and  Draw'n', 

Flunks,  and  now  and  then  a  Con. 

Tune  de  harpstrings  tight,  King  David, 
Sing  dat  "Lub  You  Dearie"  song, 

Let  the  seraphs  dance  with  Willie, 
Tell,  dat  for  dem,  I'm  strong. 

Joseph,  march  down  wid  your  bred'ren, 
Wid  banners  bearing  de  master  key, 

Talk  on  cuttin'  from  de  Doctor, 
"I'sedone  nuttin,'  "  is  my  plea. 


Angels,  hear  me  yell  "Hossaner," 

Hear  me  wid  de  help  of  Fritze 
Make  de  Chem'stry  Lab  resoun'; 

Hallaluyer  !    Now  I'm  quits. 
I've  berry  near  been  canned, 

'N'  so  Bill  Hudson  is  a  member. 
An'  a  charter  one  at  dat, 

Of  de  Delter  Gammer  Delter. 

Course  you'vre  heard,  'Postle  Peter, 

Of  that  great  and  flourshin'  frat; 
"Ancient  Order  of  Angels" 

Where  only  engineers  can  get.? 
'Nudder  cherub.  Angel  Gabriel, 

But  my  key  doan  touch  dis  lock, 
I'se  had  notes  and  calls  unnumbered. 

But  I'se  got  dat  key  yet,  Doc. 

What.?    No  one  here  at  de  landin', 

'Peers  like  sump'in  'nodders  wrong. 
Guess  I'll  gib  dat  sleepy  Peter 

Fits  from  Hudson,  and  berry  strong. 
How  am  dis.?    De  gates  all  fastened.? 

Out  of  all  de  shining  throng, 
Not  a  Bradley  girlee  even 

Greetin*  Willie  Wid  a  song.? 
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What  er  narrow  little  gateway [ 

My!    Dat  gate  am  hard  to  move, 
"'Who  am  dat?    says  'Postle  Peter, 

Frum  de  parapet  above, 
"Uncle  Peter,  doan  you  know  me? 

Me,  a  'sistant  down  in  Physics? 
All  de  girls  in  Bradley  lub  me. 

Though  there's  some  the  fellows  kicks. 


Ole  Nick  an'  Doc  are  comin', 

'S  gettin'  getting  warmer  all  about. 
Oh,  my  good  kind  Ornery  Member, 

Let  me  in,  I'se  good  throughout; 
I  doan  want  ter  go  wid  Saten, 

Ter  dat  berry  warm  climate 
Where's  fire  and  brimstone.     Profs  are  dere 

An'  I  can't  even  intergrate. 


Hark  to  dat  ar  curious  roaring. 

Far  away,  but  growin'  nigher; 
See  de  drefful  dragon  flyin'. 

Head  like  night  an'  mouth  of  fire. 
'Tis  de  berry  king  of  debbles. 

An'  him  rushing  right  along; 
Oh,  dear  Peter,  pleas'  ter  open 

For  dis  poor  ole  Hudson. 


Dat  loud  noise  am  comin'  nearer — 

Drefful  smell — hyd'gen  sulphide — 
'Nudder  screech  ?    Good  'Evans  help  me! 

Doctor  Ashman,  doan  let  me  slide: 
Allers  got  my  lessons  good. 

Rode  my  ponies,  worked  full  hard. 
Helped  Bish  make  de  'metric  flame 

So's'e  got  a  big  reward. 


Hi'  dat  gate  aint  a  swinging, 

Aint  yer  gwine  ter  let  me  froo  ? 
All's  hollering,  "Study  more," 

Everything  round's  getting  blue, 
Bang  !    Ha,  dere's  Belzebub — 

Physics  three,  an'  Chem'stry  two. 
Well,  'tis  like  ole  times  in  Bradley, 

Dough  dey  wouldn't  let  me  through. 

— E.  N.  M.  '09 
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Our  Question  Corner 


The  purpose  of  this  section  is  to  answer  knotty  questions  which 
our  readers  are  unable  to  solve.  The  following  are  some  which  we 
have  recently  received  : 

Dear  Editor — "  I  am  very  much  in  love  with  a  young  man, 
but  there  is  one  thing  which  mars  my  happiness.  I  am  afraid  to 
sit  in  the  dark."— TOOTSIE. 

Dear  ToOTSIE — "  Do  not  let  that  bother  you,  for  I  can  as- 
sure you  that  a  young  man  always  feels  for  a  pretty  girl  who  is 
afraid  in  the  dark." 

Dear  Editor — "  I  wish  to  enter  college.  How  would  you 
advise  me  to  do  it?" — A  SHARK. 

Dear  SHARKIE — "  The  best  way  to  enter  college  is  thru  the 
front  door." 

Dear  Editor — "  I  intend  to  enter  Bradley  next  year.  What 
studies  would  you  advise  taking.?" — INQUIRER. 

Dear  Inquirer — "Take  any  old  studies  except  Dutch." 


Dear  Editor — "  How  is  condensed  milk  made.?  " — C.  H.  E. 

Dear  C.  H.  E. — "A  large  number  of  cows  are  crowded  into  a 
small  pasture  and  made  to  remain  there  several  hours.  On  being 
milked  they  yield  condensed  milk." 


Dear  Editor — "  Kindly  define  the  following  technical  terms 
for  me  :    Dead  center,  transformer  and  dead  beat  meter." 

—Engineer. 

Dear  Engineer— "A  dead  center  is  a  deceased  canine. 
There  are  many  types  of  transformers  on  the  market,  the  most  im- 
portant of  which  are  manufactured  by  the  Warner  Rust  Proof  Co. 
A  dead  beat  meter  is  a  meter  that  won't  pay  its  debts." 


Dear  Editor — "How  are  cream  puffs  made.?" 

— Mustard. 

Dear  Mustard — "To  make  cream  puffs  you  first  procure 
a  quart  of  milk  (fresh  cow's  milk  preferred),  and  add  thereto  a 
chunk  of  butter  about  the  size  of  a  brickbat.  Mix  thoroly  and 
flavor  with  essence  of  prune  juice.  Add  plaster  of  paris  gradually  un- 
til the  cream  reaches  the  desired  consistency.  Now  roll  the  cream 
into  balls  of  about  six-inch  diameter,  lay  on  a  board  and  set  in  the 
sun  to  dry.  These  constitute  the  heart  of  the  cream  puffs.  Next 
you  must  make  the  skins.  To  make  these  skins  mix  a  thin  paste  of 
flour  and  linseed  oil.  Apply  to  the  creams  with  a  brush.  Bake  to 
crispness.  When  baked  apply  a  thin  coat  of  shellac  and  the  cream 
puffs  are  ready  for  serving." 


Dear  Editor — "Who  is  the  most  handsome  professor  at 
Bradley.?"— Miss  CATCHEM. 

Dear  Miss  CatCHEM— "Mr.  Raymond  is  the  handsomest 
man  at  Bradley,  but  he  is  married." 
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Dear  Editor — "I  am  contemplating  matrimony.  Is  married 
life  one  happy  dream?  " 

We  have  received  a  great  many  queries  similar  to  the  above. 
Now  we  feel  that  we  are  not  quite  in  a  position  to  permit  us  to  pub- 
lish that  which  means  so  much  to  the  future  happiness  of  our  read- 
ers. Therefore  after  much  brain  exertion  we  hit  upon  this  happy 
solution  of  the  stupendous  question.  Our  plan  was  this  :  We  would 
send  a  reporter  to  interview  some  of  the  members  of  our  enlightened 
faculty  whom  we  thought  would  know  more  about  it  than  we. 
Here  are  the  results  of  our  endeavors.  Read  them  for  yourselves 
and  act  accordingly. 

Miss  Reed— "Ach  es  muss  so  schoen  sein." 

Mr.  Evans— "Well,  this  is  a  question  that  requires  the  deep- 
est pondering.  Neow,  deown  in  old  Kaintuck  among  the  beautiful 
meountains,  where  all  is  quiet  and  peaceful  and  the  eagle  soars  high 
among  the  azure  depths  " 

(The  reporter  couldn't  stand  any  more.) 

Dr.  Bishop—"  Well  now,  down  in  Boston  " 

But  every  one  has  heard  that  before. 

Mr.  Bikle — "It  certainly  must  be  one  happy  pipe  dream." 


Mr.  Raymond— "Aw,  get  out." 

Dr.  WyCKOFF — "  Existing  in  the  soaring  realms  of  the  ideal- 
isric  heavenly  bliss  with  one's  wagon  fixed  to  yon  star,  twinkling  far 
beyond  the  reach  of  mortal  man,  we  should  look  back  along  the 
paths  of  history  to  those  ancient  times  among  the  Chaldeans  and 
Phoenecians  " 

(Here  the  ambulance  came  and  bore  the  reporter  away.) 

Mr.  Van  DeUSEN — "I  refuse  to  answer." 

Mr.  CoMSTOCK — "That  is  a — very  important  matter — would 
like  to — answer  it — got  a  class — see  you  later." 

The  reporter  was  out  of  breath  trying  to  keep  up  with  the  stren- 
uous prof,  and  gave  up  the  chase. 

Dr.  Ashman — "I  cannot  formulate  an  answer  ofF-hand,  but  I 
think  that  according  to  the  latest  molecular  theory  the  concentration 
of  the  bliss  would  vary  inversely  as  the  square  of  the  time." 

Dr.  Packard — "All  people  are  not  innoculated  with  the 
same  species  of  bacteria. 

Miss  Duncan— "It  looks  good  to  me. 

You  must  take  this  statement  on  its  face  value,  as  Miss  Duncan 
refuses  to  elucidate. 
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Dear  Editor — "Where  can  I  find  information  on  pipe 
stretchers  ?  " — FRITZE. 

Dear  FRITZE — "  For  information  on  pipe  stretchers  see  the 
librarians.  They  have  had  a  great  deal  of  practice  looking  up  pipe 
stretchers  lately." 

Dear  Editor — "  How  do  you  catch  rats? " — Ruby. 

Dear  Ruby — "The  girls  at  Bradley  catch  them  in  nets.  For 
further  information  see  Mr.  B.    He  has  Annette." 

Dear  Editor — "  I  have  been  bothered  a  great  deal  by  ma- 
laria.   Can  you  suggest  a  good  remedy?" — PATIENT. 

Dear  Patient — "  We  have  tried  a  great  many  remedies  for 
the  malaria  and  find  the  following  most  beneficial.  Take  a  grain  of 
quinine  and  add  thereto  a  quart  of  whiskey.  Take  a  glass  full 
every  thirty  minutes  until  you  feel  the  effects  of  the  quinine." 

Dear  Editor — "  I  have  been  disappointed  in  love  and  don't 
care  what  happens  to  me.    What  shall  I  do " — HOPELESS. 

Dear  Hopeless — Take  Peruna." 

Dear  Editor — "What  makes  a  good  chaser  for  a  man  to  use 
after  a  strong  drink?"— ADAM  STEW. 

Dear  Stew — "Anything  but  your  wife." 


Dear  Editor — "  I  am  studying  at  Bradley  and  the  faculty 
have  compelled  me  to  study  Chemistry.  I  wish  you  would  tell  me 
what  sense  there  is  to  studying  Chemistry  and  why  they  make  me 
take  it."— GiRLY. 

Dear  GiRLY — "The  principal  aim  of  the  faculty  in  making 
you  take  Chemistry  is  that  you  may  learn  to  eat  spaghetti  with  a 
monkey  wrench." 

Dear  Editor — "  What  is  your  conception  of  Paradise  ? " 

—Dreamer. 

Dear  Dreamer — "Al  Fresco." 

Dear  Editor — "  I  wish  to  do  some  very  brave  and  reckless 
deed  that  I  may  become  famous  at  Bradley." — AjAX. 

Dear  AjAX — "Go  to  the  machine  shop  and  ask  for 
some  waste." 

Dear  Editor — "Are  wives  and  husbands  parted  in  heaven  ? " 

— Fraulein. 

Dear  Fraulein — "  No,  nor  united  either.  So  you  had  better 
get  busy  if  you  don't  want  to  be  alone  for  seventeen  million  years." 
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The  King's  Magician  and  the  Prince 

There  was  once  a  king  who  had  a  beautiful  daughter.  She  was 
was  in  love  with  a  prince  by  the  name  of  Conflagatus.  The  king 
had  said  that  he  would  never  let  his  daughter  marry,  but  to  have 
some  reason  to  give  to  his  people  he  hit  upon  the  following  plan. 
He  would  make  a  list  of  trials  that  each  suitor  would  have  to  go 
through.  He  had  at  his  court  a  very  wise  and  learned  prophet  who 
boasted  that  he  knew  everything  and  that  when  he  found  the 
question  he  could  not  answer  he  would  kill  himself.  As  the  last 
condition  on  his  list  the  king  demanded  that  the  magician  be  asked 
some  question  he  could  not  answer,  for  his  highness  thought  it  was 
impossible. 

A  great  many  young  noblemen  tried  but  gave  up  before  the  trials 
were  half  completed.  After  a  long  time  two  princes  came  to  the 
palace.  One  of  them  was  Conflagatus  and  other  a  foreign  prince. 
They  had  fulfilled  all  the  condition  except  that  of  interviewing  the 


prophet.  The  foreigner  was  ushered  into  the  magician's  presence 
first  and  he  asked,  "Why  does  anybody  know  everything?"  The 
old  man  smiled  and  said,  "Easy  my  son,  very  easy.  It's  this  way. 
Everyone  knows  what  he  knows.  To  know  what  he  knows  he 
would  have  to  know  what  he  doesn't  know.  If  a  person  knows 
what  he  knows  and  knows  what  he  doesn't  know  he  knows  every- 
thing. Are  you  answered.?"  The  prince  hung  his  head,  left  the 
room  and  Conflagatus  came  in. 
"Well  sir,  what  can  I  tell  you?" 

The  magician  chuckled  as  he  watched  every  move  the  young 
man  made.    "Tell  me,  he  said  calmly,  "How  old  was  Ann?" 

"At  last!"  gasped  the  wise  man  as  he  staggered  against  a  pillow. 
Then  putting  his  hand  in  his  bosom  he  drew  forth  a  sample  package 
of  "Eata-buncha-  Shavings,"  the  new  breakfast  food,  gulped  down 
the  contents,  and  died  on  the  spot.  Conflagratus  married  the  king's 
daughter  and  they  lived  happily  ever  afterwards. — CUSHING  '08. 


Revenge 

A  young  married  man  of  rather  fragile  character  came  home  one 
evening  and  stealing  into  the  house  so  as  not  to  let  his  wife  hear 
him,  found  her  enjoying  the  company  of  another  man.  The  husband 
became  desperate  but  did  not  know  exactly  what  to  do  to  avenge 
himself. 

He  crept  out  of  the  house,  however,  as  quietly  as  he  had  come 
and  retired  to  a  buffet.  There  he  walked  up  to  the  bar  and  said: 
"Bartender,  I  don't  care  what  becomes  of  me,"  and  then  after  a 
pause,  "Give  me  a  lemonade."  Drinking  this  the  despondent  man 
sat  down  in  one  of  the  chairs  which  the  proprietor  of  the  buffet  kept 
in  the  establishment  for  his  tired  patrons  to  rest  in.  He  thought  he 
would  end  it  all,  for  what  was  life  now  that  his  wife  was  untrue  to 
him.  Finally  he  walked  up  to  the  bar  again.  "Barkeeper,"  he 
nervously  repeated,  "I  don't  care  what  happens  to  me.  Give  me 
another  lemonade." 

He  decided  to  drown  himself,  but  when  he  reached  the  river  the 
cold  aspect  of  the  water  changed  his  courage  into  fear,  so  he  returned 
to  the  buffet  once  more.  Walking  up  to  the  bar,  he  exclaimed, 
"Bartender,  I  don't  care  how  intoxicated  I  get  to-night.  Give  me 
another  drink."  The  dispenser  of  liquid  courage  looking  at  him 
with  a  sneer,  asked,  "Say  man,  you  must  have  something  on  your 
mind.    What  is  the  matter  with  you.''" 

The  despondent  husband  looked  at  him  with  a  startled  expression 
on  his  face  and  answered,  "Well,  I'll  tell  you.  When  I  came 
home  to  my  apartments  this  evening  I  found  my  wife  sitting  in  the 
room  with  another  gentleman.    This  has  so  discouraged  me  that  I 


am  going  to  end  everything  to-night.  I  don't  care  what  happens. 
Give  me  something  strong.    Give  me  a  Coca  Cola." 

After  he  had  finished  drinking,  he  left  the  buffet  and  hastened 
home,  determined  to  have  vengeance.  How  he  should  revenge 
himself  was  still  a  mystery  to  him.  He  sneaked  into  the  house  and 
was  in  the  room  where  his  wife  was  entertaining  her  company 
before  either  of  them  was  aware  of  his  presence.  He  looked  at 
them,  his  face  white  with  anger  or  fear,  no  one  could  tell  which, 
and  then  with  a  malignant  grin,  ran  to  the  corner  where  the  visitor's 
coat  and  umbrella  hung.  Grasping  the  umbrella  firmly  with  both 
hands,  he  broke  it  over  his  knee.  With  a  smile  of  satisfaction,  he 
turned  to  the  visitor  and  exclaimed,  "Now,  I  hope  it  rains." 

C.  P.  '09. 
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Some  Popular  Plays  Illustrated 
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September 


Sept.  21.    About  a  million  students  register.  Sept.  24.    Baumy  can't  make  up  his  mind  whether  to  take  Greek 

or  Steam  Engineering. 

Sept.  22.    We're  at  it  again.    The  Tech  staff  gets  busy  and  the 

Techlett  appears.  Sept.  25.    The  Sigmas  and  Omicrons  Dance  at  Ivy  Club. 

Sept.  23.    It  is  discovered  that  everyone  above  the  third  year  has        Sept.  26.    Lambda  Phis  give  a  reception  at  Una  Garret's  home  for 
entered  a  Chemistry  class.  new  girl  students. 
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Oct.  1.    Mr.  Comstock  tells  the  calculus  class  a  new  way  to 
perform  manual  labor. 

Oct.  2.  Annual  reception  for  new  students. 

Oct.  3.  We  beat  Galesburg  High  15  to  4. 

Oct.  5.  Lambda  Phis  have  a  spread. 

Oct.  8.  Annual  Founder's  Day  exercises, 

Oct.  10.  We  clean  up  Hedding  45  to  0. 

Oct.  14.  Sigmas  give  farewell  dinner  for  Bob  Nowland. 

Oct.  16.    Roy  Carson  entertains  Pis  at  his  home. 

Oct.  17.    We  lay  it  onto  Spalding,  38  to  4. 

Oct.  19.    We  are  entertained  by  the  Fiske  University  Quartette. 


Tech  appears.    Wow  !    Hit  'em  again 

Parents'  Meeting. 




Oct. 
Oct. 


30. 
31. 


We  all  go  to  Wesleyan  to  see  our  boys  beat  Wesleyan 
16  to  1.  Cush  and  Hud  sell  special  round  trip  tickets 
to  everyone  going.  The  Sigma  Tau  Betas  gave  a 
banquet  in  the  evening.  The  rest  of  the  bunch 
celebrate  in  a  different  way:  Finally  we  all  get  home. 
The  Lambda  Phis  take  a  hay  rack  ride  to  Mossville. 

Had  Lynch  "happens"  to  be  in  Peoria  and  goes  along. 
Illinois  Normal  lays  it  on  us,  24  to  10. 
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Nov.  7.    The   annual  college  doin's 
are  given. 

Nov.  9.    Lambda  Phis  have  ruffhouse 
at  Louise  DeLent's. 

Nov.  IL    We  get  it  again.  Knox 
this  time.    12  to  18. 


November 

Nov.  14.    Charleston  wallops  us  to  the  tune  of  26  to  0. 


Nov.  13.  Lambda  Phis  hold  an  initiation.  Hon.  Clark  E.  Carr 
lectures  on  Lincoln-Douglas  debates.  The  engineer- 
ing boys  call  on  the  Pedagoges  and  wash  their  dishes 
with  the  kerosene  rags. 


Nov.  20.    Mr.  Crerie  gives  exhibition  of  drawings  made  on  his 
trip  to  Europe. 


Nov.  21.  We  lay  one  on 
Illinois  Wesleyan 
and  celebrate  with 
the  football 
banquet. 


¥TTt 


Once,  ihei-e.  wa^  a  Utile. 

Nov.  26.    Omicrons  have    an  initiation  and  spread. 
Thanksgiving  holidays  begin. 

Nov.  27.    The  Alpha  Pi  boys  give  Thanksgiving  dance 
at  Glen  Oak, 

Nov.  29.    Another  Tech  is  forced  on  the  public. 


Dec. 
Dec. 


The  basket  ball  team  tries  out  on  the  Clippers  and  are 
defeated  47  to  23. 


December 

Dec.  8. 


Miss   McLaughlin   lectures  on 
Character  in  Fiction." 


The    Negro   as  a 

Dec.  5.  Seniors  enter- 
tain Juniors. 
Who  swiped 
the  charlotte 
russe 


Dec.  11. 


We   beat  Eureka 
48  to  27. 

Mr.  Bennett  leaves  if',] 
for  Europe.     Miss  yy^v 
Duncan  lectures  on ^1 
Ireland. 


The  girls  have  al'^^ 
wedding.   Why  did-^'^^ 
Bobby  buy  a  pair  of 
new  pants 


Dec.  15.    More  knocks  heard.    Tech  out  again 
Dec.  18.    Autumn  quarter  ends. 
/ 


Dec.  19.  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
carnival.  Did 
you  go  to  "Hell 
and  Heaven  ?" 

Dec.  23.  Lamba  Phi 
annual  at 
Women's  Club. 
During  vacation 
we  "are  resting 
up"  for  the  new 
year. 


Dec.  25. 


H^c/^„  oQ.    Dec.  7.    Baumy  fires  the  boiler  in  ice 
^rs-^^s  -^of  <3orkn«3;>  cream    trousers    and  tan 


oxfords. 


The  prettiest  dance  ever  given  by  the  Pis,  at 
Women's  Club. 

Dec.  29.    Omicron's  annual  luncheon  at  the  Creve  Couer 
Club. 

Dec.  31.    Jolly  seven  entertained  by  Amy  Keithley. 
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January 


Jan.  1.    Omicrons  dance  at  Glen  Oak. 
Jan.  4.    We're  at  it  again. 

Jan.  5.    Bobby  can't  get  used  to  sticking  around. 

Jan.  8.    William  and  Vashti  beat  us  22  to  16.     Lecture  course 
begins. 

Jan.  10.    The  Sigmas  have  a  football  picture  taken  and  hold  a  mock 
election  for  captain. 

Jan.  11.    Miss  Baughman  plays  the  organ  in   chapel.  Who 
jimmed  the  stops .? 


55 

Jan.  12.    Miss  Duncan  tells  her  fish  story. 


'^1 


Jan.  15.      Fritze   scrubs  Butch's  anvil. 

One  of  the  most  thoroly 
enjoyable  jollifications  of  the 
U.  O.  of  A.  at  their  rooms. 

Jan,  18.    Evans   and  Ashman  slumber 
peacefully  in  chapel. 


11^    Jan.  20.    We  wollop  Milliken. 
Jan.  22.    Second  lecture  in  course. 


Jan.  23.  We  play  Normal  in  Dress  suits 
and  consequently  are  beaten. 
Sigmas  have  dinner  at  Creve 
Couer  Club. 

Jan.  26.  The  Freshmen  change  the  stand- 
ard projectile  from  the  hymn 
book  to  the  bean. 

Jan.  28.  Seniors  and  Juniors  do  some  flag 
pole  stunts. 


Jan.  29.    Hedding  beats  us,  27  to  26. 
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February 


Feb.  5.    We  beat  Lincoln  College.    Third  lecture  in  the  lecture 
course. 

Feb.  12.    We  beat  Milliken  50  to  36. 

Feb.  13.    The    Lambda   Phis  give  a  Valentine  party  at  Miss 
Boniface's  home. 

Feb.  18.    The  German  play  is  given. 

Feb.  19.    The  fourth  lecture  is  given. 


Feb.  23.    Mr.  Ashman  (lecturing  in  chapel)   "Your'e  all  more  or 
less  familiar  with  the  cradle." 


Feb.  26.    We  lay  one  on  Peoria  High,  and  celebrate  afterward. 

Cush  gets  his  pants  back  and  everyone  has  his  watch 
the  next  day.    Bishop  dreams  the  score. 


Feb.  28.    The  Omicrons  gave  their  annual  play  in  fine  style. 
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March 


Mar.  2.    Omicrons  give  spread  and  farewell  shower  for  Bess  Estep.         Mar.  12.    Phi  Lambda  Xis  give  a  dance  at  Bradley  Park. 


Mar.  4.    We  are  beaten  by  Illinois  College,  35  to  33. 

Mar.  5.  Another  Pi  stunt  under  the  butcher  shop.  Dutch 
Strehlow  takes  the  standing  broad  grin.  The  fifth 
lecture  is  given,  "Modern  Scottish  Humorists." 


Mar.  6.      A    new    Ph.  D. 

arrives  in  the 
Physics  Dept. 
Hurrah  for  little 
Lord  Kelvin. 
Once  more  the 
basement  gets 
ahead  of  the  attic. 


^  LB 
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Mar.  14.    We  get  it  again  from  Illinois  College. 


Mar.  17.  Mr.  Comstock  makes  out  a  list  of  schedules  by  follow- 
ing which  the  calculus  class  can  graduate.  Lindy  balks 
on  his  because  it  doesn't  allow  any  time  for  shaving  or 
taking  a  bath.  But  then  Lindy  always  did  have  funny 
notions. 


Mar.  18.    Miss  Paul,  reciting  in  Physics,  "The  sound  is  propor- 
tional to  the  pressure  of  the  bow." 


Mar.  8.    The  biggest  man  in  Peoria  returns  from  Chicago. 


Mar.  19.    Last  lecture  in  course  is  given. 


Mar.  10.    Miss  Reed — "Mr.  Cushing,  you're  a  Senior  but  you  act 
like  a  Freshman." 


Mar.  21.    We  get  another  Tech. 


177 


April 


April  1.    All  the  chocolate  creams  have  a  very  queer  taste  to-day.  April  16. 


April  5.    About  700  Seniors  came  around  after  the  lecture  in  the 
evening  to  paint  the  Gym  roof  but  oh  how  it  rained. 


April  6.  Designers  from  the 
Hall  get  busy  on  the 
Gym  roof. 

April  9.  Bradley-Eureka  debate 
The  pajama  Mara- 
thon is  pulled  off. 
Horologs  also  get 
some  paint  and 
decorate  on  their 
own  account. 


April  10.    Normal  hangs  one  on  us. 


April  12.    Mr.  Comstock  sizes  up  the  Calc  class  and  then  starts 
reading  a  pamphlet  on  "Thru  Hell  Gate." 


Goliath  is  presented 
as  our  '09  athletic 
benefit.    Wasn't  /jf^ 
that  a  fine  scrap. 


April  17. 


April  20. 

April  22. 

April  23. 
April  24. 

April  28. 
April  29. 
April  30. 


The  rain  keeps  us 
from        licking  ^ 
Knox.    Oh  you  ^^!~7\  t 
Seeley!  -^-^Jv.^  / 

Normal  hangs  another  one  on  us.  Rain  robs  us  of 
another  victory. 

Lindy  loses  his  watch  and  is  touched  for  his  stick  pin 
in  a  slow  town. 

We  woUop  Wesleyan  11  to  0. 

Bradley  gives  its  best  Interscholastic  meet.  Good  work 
Mason. 

Interdivision  Meet  starts. 
Knocked  again.    The  Tech  is  out. 
Alpha  Pi  picnic  dance  a  Bradley  Park. 
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May 


May  1.    Snow  storm  knocks  us  out  of  another  victory. 

May  5.  We  clean  up  Lombard  in  the  ninth.  Conway  and 
Heinie  Hve  high  for  a  week. 

May  6.    Pair  trees  begin  to  look  promising. 

May  8.    Rain  kills  the  Bradley-Wesleyan  meet. 

May  12.    We  clean  Wesleyan  again,  13  to  0. 

May  15.    P.  H.  S.  again  falls  before  B.  P.  I,  17  to  1. 

May  19.    We  take  another  dose  of  Tech. 

May  20.  The  boys  start  on  a  short  ball  trip  and  are  beaten  by 
Knox.  Howard  goes  without  his  suit,  leaves  his  shoes 
on  the  train  and  keeps  the  hotel  waiters  busy  translating 
the  French  on  his  bill  of  fair.  Lindy  keeps  his  jewelry 
this  time. 


May  21.  We  beat  Hedding  12  to  4.  Donley  calmly  explains  to 
a  crowd  of  awe  inspired  Heddingites  that  he  puts  the 
shot  48  feet  for  Bradley. 

May  22.    We  clean  Lombard  again. 

May  24.    Great  game.    Bradley  8,  Knox  7.    Good  work,  Jake. 

May  25.  The  Physics  Department  has  another  bunch  of  new 
arrivals.    Maltese,  Five  of  'em. 

May  28.    Polyscope  day  but  no  Polyscopes. 

May  29.  The  Second  Annual  Intercollegiate  meet.  We  are 
already  in  press  but  we  know  that  it  will  be  a  great 
success. 

The  calendar  is  in  press  now  and  we  wont  attempt  to  prophesy  any 
this  year. 
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WE  WISH  to  extend  our  sincere  thanks  to  the 
staff  and  all  others  who  have  helped  us  to 
make  this  Polyscope.  For  contributions  in 
art  we  are  indebted  to  Lionel  Boniface,  Edward 
Anderson  and  Ellain  Jack,  and  for  contributions  in 
literature  to  Vivian  Boniface,  Edward  Gushing, 
Asa  Brown,  Lionel  Boniface,  Carl  Pfeffinger, 
Gordon  Keller,  Augusto  Hidalgo  and  Harry  Klotz, 
We  have  done  our  best  to  make  this  POLYSCOPE 
one  of  which  Bradley  might  be  proud.  If  we  have 
in  any  degree  succeeded  let  your  appreciation  be 
our  reward. 

We  wish  all  success  to  the  '10  Polyscope. 


P.  S.  We  are  going  to  study  our  Calculus  now. 
We  need  the  credits. 
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Readers  of  the  Polyscope 
NOTICE 


^  This  year's  Polyscope  cost  the  manager 
two  dollars  per  copy.  You  bought  it  for 
one  dollar.  We  are  enabled  to  do  this 
thru  our  advertisers.  Now  it's  up  to  you 
to  justify  their  support  by  patronizing  them 
and  telling  them  about  it.    V    ?y*  T)^ 
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Bradley  Polytechnic  Institute 

 IN  AFFIUATION  WITH  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  CHlCAGO=  —  = 


1 .  School  of  Arts  and  Sciences 

Six  year  course:  Academy  and  two  years  of  College. 
Work  is  offered  in:  Science,  Mathematics,  Language,  Litera- 
ture, History,  Engineering,  Mechanic  Arts,  Household 
Economy.  Graduates  who  wish  to  go  further  can  enter  the 
third  year  in  good  colleges  and  engineering  schools. 


2.  The  Horological  Department 

A  school  for  practical  instruction  in  Watch-making 
and  allied  trades.  Departments:  Filing  and  Turning,  Watch- 
work,  Finishing  and  Repairing,  Engraving,  Jewelry,  Optics, 
Instruction  at  the  Bench,  supplemented  by  Class  Work 
and  Lectures. 


MANUAL  TRAINING  FOR  BOYS. 

DOMESTIC  ECONOMY  FOR  GIRLS. 

NORMAL  COURSES  FOR  THOSE  WHO  WISH 
TO  BECOME  TEACHERS  OF  MANUAL 
TRAINING  OR  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY. 


WATCHMAKERS  AND  JEWELERS  IN  NEED 
OF  COMPETENT  ASSISTANTS  ARE  INVITED 
TO  CORRESPOND  WITH  THE  HOROLOGICAL 
SCHOOL. 


=^FOR  CATALOGUE  AND  FURTHER  INFORMATION.  ADDRESS— 

THEODORE   C.    BURGESS,    Director   Bradley    Polytechnic   Institute,    PEORIA,  ILLINOIS 


THE  UP-TO-DATE  STYLES  AND  BETTER  QUALITY  OF 

JEWELRY  AND 
SILVERWARE 

IN  LARGE  VARIETY,  FOR  A  REASONABLE  PRICE 

 AT  

The  Crawford  Jewelry  Store 

305  MAIN  STREET  ::        PEORIA,  ILLINOIS 


ORDER  YOUR  FLOWERS  AND 
FLORAL  DESIGNS 
FROM 

Geo.  A.  Kuhl 
JFlotlst 

435  MAIN  STREET 


WE  GROW  ALL  THE  STOCK 
WE  SELL 


MIXING    IT  UP 
THAT    IS    OUR  BUSINESS 

me  BRADLEY  AVE.  PHARMACY 

WM.  V.  DUFNER.  PH.  G. 
con,  BRADLEY  AVE.  AND  UNIVERSITY  STREET 


SHOES! 
WHOSE? 


THIELBAR-S 

OF  COURSE 
121  S.  Adams  Street 


THREE  PER  CENT  INTEREST  ON  TIME  DEPOSITS 

Start  a  checking  or  savings  account  with  the 

Merchants  National  Bank  of  PeoridL 

A  designated  depository  of  the  United  States  Government,  with  resources 
more  than  two  and  a  half  million  dollars. 

Your  banking  business,  be  it  much  or  little,  appreciated  and 
given  courteous  treatment. 

CORNER  MAIN  AND  WASHINGTON  STREETS 


"Dressed 

in  the  best" 

clothes  when 


bought  of 


Dunlap  Hats 


313M&in  St. 


PIANOS 


THE  HILTON  MODEL 


PIANOS 

Kohler  &  Campbell,  $265  to  $350 


CHICKERING,  $500  to  $1,000  "Made  in  the  East,"  for  this  house  only,  by 

BALDWIN  $500  to  $1  000  BALDWIN  &  CO.,  Cincinnati       KOHLER  &  CAMPBELL,  New  York      ELLINGTON,  $300  to  $500 

GOETZMAN  &  CO.,  New  York 
EMERSON,  $325  to  $400  $250  and  up  HAMILTON,  $300  to  $400 

Edison  Phonoaraphs,  $12.50  to  $100         Victor  Talking  Machines.  $10  to  $200 

Fischer  Player  Pianos 


In  writing  our  music  section  we  find  that  we  have  made  two 
dreadful  errors.  We  did  not  give  the  dog  house  quartette  a  write- 
up  nor  mention  the  fact  that  Fritze  sings  in  a  choir.  For  these 
thotless  blunders  we  crave  your  pardon. 


s 


EAT  the  Best 

RICHELIEU 
PURE  FOOD 


DRINK  the  Best 

RICHELIEU  or 
CHASE  &  SANBORN 
TEA  and  COFFEE 


EVERYTHING  EATABLE  OF  THE 
HIGHEST  GRADE 
SOLD  BY 

KUHL 

THE  GROCER 


RICHELIEU  CREAM  CHOCOLATES 
at  60c.  per  pound  are  as  good  as  any 
in  the  market  at  any  price 


439  MAIN  STREET 

1012  KNOXVILLE  AVENUE 
PEORIA.  ILL. 


C.  LOVERIDGE 

Iflonst 

Choice  Cut  Flowers  and  Floral  Designs  a  Specialty 
STORE,  402  MAIN  STREET 
Both  Phones  Main  209  Pe°"3' 

FRED  VANALWICK 

Popular  Price  Tailor 

209   SOUTH   ADAMS  STREET 
Phone  Main  12%  '"'n°" 

D.  H.  TRIPP  cS.  SON 

Headquarters  for  Kodaks,  Photo  Supplies  and 
High  Grade  Quality  in  Developing 
and  Finishing 

206  MAIN  ST.  Peoria,  Illinois 

JACQUIN  EVERYTHING 

—  IN  THE  LINE  OF 

/A  IN    LJ  DRAWING  INSTRUMENTS, 

Q  Q  PAPER.  INKS,  Etc. 

.         '      ^  The  Largest  Book  Store  in  Central 

321  Main  St.  "Hnois 


TO  KNOW  that  Everything  you  buy  is  good 
— not  passably  good,  but  thoroughly  good, 
is  the  sum  total  of  shopping  satisfaction. 
It  is  particularly  gratifying  for  us  to  say 
every  article  of  apparel  v^^e  sell  for 

Man,  Woman,  Boy  or  Girl 

is  conceded,  by  people  who  know  to  possess  the 
highest  ideas  of  fashion,  perfect  tailoring,  individu- 
ality and  greater  assortments.  In  all— Quality  at  a 
moderate  price. 

The  Largest  Outfiitters  in  Central 

Illinois 


201-203  S,  ADAMS  ST 


NEW  AND  MODERN 
EVERYTHING 


We  wish  you  a  prosperous  year  and  solicit  a  portion 
of  your  patronage 


PLENTY  OF  CLEAN 
LINEN 


CLARK...THE  BARBER 


ONLY  THREE  BLOCKS  FROM  SCHOOL 

CORNER  UNIVERSITY  AND  MAIN  STS. 

Rowcliffe,  The  Druggist 

Keeps  fine  Candies,  Perfumes  and  Druggist  Sundries 
Fine  Box  Papers,  Tablets,  Stationery,  etc. 

Sub  Postal  Station  No.  7              1501  MAIN  ST..  PEORIA 

TELEPHONE  19ie 

3uUu6  Xevin,  Zbc  Zailot 

MAKER    OF                     33J    S.    ADAMS  ST. 

Ibtgb  Class  (Bentlemen's  (Barments 

AT    POPULAR     PRICES                                   PEORIA.  1  l_U. 

TRIEBEL  &  SONS 

Monuments  ...  Headstones  ...  Mausoleums 

Largest  Selections                Best  Materials 
Newest  Designs                                             Lowest  Prices 
112-114  N.  ADAMS  ST.,  opp.  Court  House,  PEORIA,  ILLINOIS 

Peoria 

Printing  and  Stationery  Co. 

Commercial  and  Society  Printers 
Office  Stationery                  Wedding  Invitations 
Announcements,  Programs,  Etc. 
Both  Phones  406                404  S.  ADAMS  ST.                 First  Class  Work 

BOURLAND  &.  BAILEY 

FARM    MORTGAGE  AND   BOND  INVESTMENTS 

PEORIA.  ILLINOIS 


For  Young  Men 


Woolner  Building 


/idams  and  Fulton  Streets 


For  Young  Women 


It  is  only  recently  that  we  have  enlarged  our  Men's  Depart- 
ment. The  stocks  are  greater,  the  qualities  better,  the  prices 
more  favorable  for  economical  shopping.  The  same  goods 
that  are  found  in  high  class  haberdasheries  are  here  for  much 
less  than  you  are  used  to  paying.  For  linen,  neckw^ear,  and 
the  little  "classy"  w^earables,  shop  here. 


As  aWays,  the  Bergner  Store  holds  the  very  best  in  "things" 
for  young  women.  Inquire  of  your  class  mates;  they  will  say, 
"I  always  go  to  Bergner's  because  the  selections  are  greater 
and  the  prices  are  more  moderate."  In  addition  to  all  the 
absolute  necessities  we  have  a  wonderful  display  of  wearables 
that  give  the  desired  finishing  touches. 


POSTERS  OF  COLLEGE  LIEE 

^  Portraying  the  athletic  sports  and  social  doings  in  college  life,  posters  that  will  give 
life  and  attractiveness  to  a  collegian's  room,  can  be  purchased  from  the  largest  picture 
and  picture  framing  store  in  the  city— here. 

^  For  rugs,  carpets,  furniture,  anything  to  make  your  room  look  cozy  and  com- 
fortable, come  here. 
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630    MAIN  ST. 


PALMER  ELECTRIC  CO 


630    MAIN  ST. 


Electrical  Contractors 


Estimates  furnished  on  Agcnts  fof  Standard  Vacuum  Cleaner  '"pp'^^' 

all  kinds  of  wiring  TELEPHONE  WORK  A  SPECIALTY  general  repairing 

When     In     Need     of     Good     Work     Call    On  Us 


OFFICE,     BOTH     PHONES  2175 


RESIDENCE,     PHONE  S154 


John  C.  Streibich 

301  to  305  S.  WASHINGTON  ST. 
GENERAL  AGENT  FOR 

Herring-Hall-Marvin  Safe  Co. 
Fire  and  Burglar  Proof  Safes  and  Vaults 

Always  have  a  large  assortment  in  stock  to  select  from. 
MY  PRICES  ARE  RIGHT. 


A  TRAIN  LOAD  OF  TOBACCO. 


Twenty-four  Carloads  Purchased  for 
Lewis'  Single  Binder  Cigar 
Factory. 

What  is  probably  the  biggest  lot  of 
all  fancy  grade  tobacco  held  by  any 
factory  in  the  United  States  has  just 
been  purchased  by  Frank  P.  Lewis,  of 
Peoria,  for  the  manufacture  of  Lewis' 
Single  Binder  Cigars.  The  lot  will 
make  twenty-four  carloads,  and  is  se- 
lected from  what  is  considered  by  ex- 
perts to  be  the  finest  crop  raised  in 
many  years.  The  purchase  of  tobacco 
is  sufficient  to  last  the  factory  more 
than  two  years.  An  extra  pnce  was 
paid  for  the  selection.  Smokers  of 
Lewis'  Single  Binder  Cigars  will  appre- 
ciate this  tobacco. 
—Peoria  Star,  January  i6,  igog. 


PAY  YOUR 
TECH 

SUBSCRIP 
TIONS 
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SENGENBERGER  &  CO. 

Quality  Stores 


/ 

Our  careful  atten- 
tion to  all  orders, 
large  and  small,  is  a 
good  advantage  in 
buying  here. 

We've  built  up  as 
good  a  reputation  tor 
fair  dealing  as  we 
have  for  cleanliness. 
That's  just  another 
reason. 

417  South  Adams 

PHONES  4098 

318®  320  Fulton 

PHONES  3351 

The  '08-'09  Tech 
and  the  '09 
Polyscope 
are  the 
work 
of 


-The  Beehive  Press- 

'Nough  Said 
P.  S. — The  Tech  has  been  on  time  every  time. 


3ame8  1burtable,X^a^loran^^)rapcr 

Thanks  you  for  past  favors  and  respectfully  invites 
you  to  call  and  examine  the 

IRcw  Jfabrics  for  Sprina  ant)  Summer  1909 

You  will  meet  the  latest  novelties  in  foreign  and  domestic 
woolens  for  men's  wear. 

MORSE'S  CANDIES 
FINE  PERFUMES 

SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

Only  the  best  of 

FRUITS,  SYRUPS, 
AND 
ICE  CREAM 
AT  OUR  FOUNTAIN 

D.  J.  FURREY 

PRESCRIPTION 
DRUGGIST 

Corner  Main  and  Hizabeth  Sts. 
Peoria,  111. 

(THE  OLD  RELIABLE) 

The 

First  National  Bank 
of  Peoria 

CAPITAL  AND  SURPLUS, 
$800,000.00 

Issues  pass  books  in  Savings  Depart- 
ment drawing  3%  interest. 

The  Bradley  Polytechnic   Institute  is  a 
stockholder  in  this  bank.    The  accounts 
of  those  connected  w^ith  the  Institute  are 
invited. 

W.  L.  Douglas  Shoe  Shop 

Style  Originators                                   Quality  Pioneers 

OUR                    A  STYLE 
THREE  ESSENTIALS     PiTt           ^^^^  DURABILITY 
207  S.  Adams  Street                 Mgr.,  R.  B.  Roberts 

W  .  B.  E  LSTO  N 

TAILOR 

226    MAIN    ST.                                                     PEORIA,    1  UL. 

Establuhed  1850                   Incorporated  1884 
Both  Telephones  Main  68 

Kinsey  &  Mahler 
Co. 

Manufacturers  and  Jobbers  of 

Iron  Pipe  and  Fittings, 
Plumber's  Materials.Steam  and 
Gas  Fitters'  Supplies,  Etc, 

V^Oppcr  alllJ  Ulaoo  WUII^ 

Office  and  Factory: 
Comer  Adams  and  Hanison  Streets 
Warehouse: 

209-211  S.  Water  Street,  Peoria,  Illinois 

Kopp's  Bakery 

FOR 

KOPP'S 

SPECIAL 
BREAD 
AND 

CAKES 

504  S.  University  Street 
Peoria,  Illinois 

The  Uplands  Hardware  Store 

z  1  ZD  iviain  otreet                                   rvuooipii  »jiiciiiuw»  i  lu^. 

Roller  Skates..Builder's  HatdwarcSlate  and  Tin  Roofing 
Lenox  Steel  Furnaces  and  General  Repairing 

CALL  US                                                                    Both  Phone*  600 
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PEERLESS  PANTITORIUM 

403  Main  St.,  Cor.  S.  Jefferson 

BEST  SERVICE  FOR  STEAM  OR  DRY  CLEANING,  REPAIRING 
AND  PRESSING  OF  LADIES'  AND 
GENTLEMEN'S  GARMENTS 

BOTH  PHONES  210 


DRINK  BOTTLED 

COCA  COLA 

THE  MOST  REFRESHING  DRINK 
IN  AMERICA 


WYND  <a  CO. 

Two  Splendid  Specials 

Burt's  "Barro  Jap"  for  Men 

A  guaranteed  Patent  Leather;  lhePr.$4.00 

"Wynd's  Special"  for  Ladies 

Patent,  Tan,  and  Gun  Metal;  thePr.$3.50 

The  QUALITY,  STYLE,  and 
REASONABLE  PRICES  on 
these  two  Specials  make  them 
Universal  Favorites. 

TRY  A  PAIR. 
The  Reliable  Shoe  House 

JOHN  C.  WYND  &  CO. 

206  S.  ADAMS  ST. 

Woolner  Building 


PLUMMER  &  CO. 

STAPLE  AND  FANCY  GROCERIES 

Both  Phones  3808  2120  MAIN  ST. 


HEIDELBERG  CAFE 

LUNCHEON 
11:30  to  1:30    .    .    25c.  DINNER 

5:30  to  7:30    .    .    35c.     SHORT  ORDERS 
D.  FAUSER,  Prop.  at  all  hours 

515  MAIN  STREET  PEORIA,  ILLINOIS 


JAMES    E.  DURKIN 
Druggist 

501  MAIN  STREET  COR.  MADISON  AVE. 

Guth's  Fine  Chocolates  and  Bon  Bons      A.  D.  Foss  Co.  Fine  Chocolates 
BEST  ICE  CREAM  AND  PHOSPHATES 


WALK-OVER  SHOES 

THE    SIGN    OF    QUAUITY  FOR 

Men  and  Women 

Walk-Over  Shoe  Store     s.  adams  street 


Schipper  61  Block 


THE  BIG  WHITE  STORE 


F.  B.  BRADLEY  &  SON 

Make  Good  Clothes 


1 24  S.  Jefferson  Ave.  Peoria,  Illinois 


W.  W.  HAMMOND, 

ATTORNEY  AT  LAW, 
419  OBSERVATORY  BUILDING, 

PEORIA,  ILL. 


3f.  Zagelme^er 

THE  TECH  PHARMACY 


2128  Main  Street 


Peoria,  Illinois 


Residence  Phone  Main  3572 


Office  Phone  Main  3877 


WALTER  WYATT,  M.  D. 


PRACTICE  LIMITED  TO  DISEASES 
OF  EYES  AND  FITTING  GLASSES 


102  South  Adams  Street 


Over  Clarke  &  Company 


Residence,  218  Fredonia  Ave. 

Phone.  3544  Old 


Office  Phones: 


1177  Old.  405  New 


DR.  M.  T.  EASTON 


PHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON 


OFFICE  HOURS; 

10:30  A.  M.  to  12:30  P.  M. 
2  to  5;  7  to  8  P.  M. 
Sundays:  10  to  12  A.  M. 


432  MAIN  STREET 


PEORIA.  ILL. 


Dr.  Chas.  H.  Brobst 

EYE,  EAR.  NOSE  AND  THROAT 

SURGEON 

Office  Phone  Main  702  Residence  Phone  Main  994 

OBSERVATORY  BLDG.     PEORIA,  ILLINOIS 


OFFICE  HOURS:  9  to  1 1  A.  M. 

2  to  4  P.  M.,  7  to  9  P.M. 


RESIDENCE,  415  BARKER  AVE. 


Dr.  J.  F.  Cooper 


OFFICE,  413  MAIN  STREET 
Phone  Main  1241 


Both  Phones  at  Office  and  Residence 


PEORIA.  ILL. 


PHONES:     OFFIC  E,  MAI  N  738 
RESIDENCE,   MAIN  4400 


LADY    IN  ATTENDANCE 


Dr.  Howard  M.  Sedgwick 


DR.  EDGAR  Q.  THAWLEY 

OSTEOPATHIC  PHYSICIAN 


NERVOUS  DISEASES 
MENTAL  DISEASES 


ResidCnce.  419   N.   MoNftOE  St 


334  WooLNER  Building 

PEORI^s,  ILLINOIS 


HOURS:  10-12;  2-4 


341  Woolner  Building 


DR.  J.  D.  NICOL 

DENTIST 


Office  Phone  S082 


Res.,  40e  Oi-EN  Oak  Ave. 

aOTH    PHONES  1309 


DR.  E.  L.  DAVIS 


123   SOUTH  ADAMS  ST. 

OVER    OTT  EN  M  El  M  E  R'S 


PHONES 
Office  867;  Residence  2108 


OBSERVATORY  BUILDING 


OFFICE  HOURS:  I0TO12A.M. 
2  TO  4  AND  7  TO  8  p.  M. 


PEORIA,  ILL. 
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The  Home  of         J.  SCHRADZKI  CLOTHING  CO. 

Hart,  Schaffner  and  Marx  217-219  South  Adams  Street 

CLOTHES  Good  Clothes  for  Men  and  Boys  Tl^^ 


W.  P.  Walker  Co.,  Makers  of  Men's  Clothes 


HOTCHKISS  &  HARRIS 

ARCHITECTS 

HERALD-TRANSCRIPT  BLDG.  PEORIA,  ILLINOIS 


JaLines  MacAdams  &  Co. 

213  South  Adams  St. 

Popular  Price  Tailors 

SUITS  TO  ORDER  at  $15.00,  $17.50,  $20.00,  $22.50 


Palace  Restaurant 

A.  J.  NEIL 

PROPRIETOR 

Prompt  Httcntion  413  main  Street 

Peoria,  Til. 


Mr.  Evans  (lecturing  on  Machine  Design) — And  now  as  we  pause  and  look  over  the  beautiful 
panorama  which  spreads  itself  before  our  vision  it  behooves  us  to  ponder  deeply  
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'^he  Peorioc  Conservatory  of  Music 

FOUNDED  1890 

EUGENE  PLOWE         HAROLD  PLOWE        CLAUDIA  ELYDA  BURKHALTER       BERNICE  B.  ELLIS       ESTELLE  VAN  HORNE 


Hair  Dressing  and  Manicuring 

Toilet  Articles  a  Specialty 

MRS.  K.  T.  GOODMAN 

DEALER  IN 

French  Hair  Goods 

430  MAIN  ST..       Second  Floor       PEORIA.  ILLS. 


PIECES     eg.  CLUST 

"IF    WE    MADE    IT.    IT'S  RIGHT" 


Official  Jewelers 
of  the 
Leading 

Colleges,  Schools 
and 

Associations 


CL.ASS  PtN9 
FRATERNITY  PINS 
M  EOAt-S 
C  U  PS.  ETC. 

WAT  C  M  ES 
DIAMONDS 

J  ewsi-RY 


109     RANDOLPH  STREET 
CHI  CAGO 


G.  p.  KLICKMAN 

533  MAIN  ST.  Telephone  4887 

STATIONERY.  MAGAZINES.  OFFICE 
and  SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 


DU  AN  E 


GROCER,   TEA    AND  COFFEE  HOUSE 

432  MAIN  ST.  TEL.  504 


CIGARS 
CIGARETTES 
FANCY  TOBACCOS 
SMOKER'S  ARTICLES 


E.  A.  STRAUSE  &  CO. 

THE     HOUSE     OF  VALUES 


Sole 
Agents 


Peterson  Pipes 
B.  B.  B.  " 
Cecil  " 
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THE  WEIR  ALL  STEEL 
FURNACE 


GAS  AND  SOOT 
CONSUMING 


ASOLUTELY 
GAS    AND    DUST  TIGHT. 


Rivited  like  a  steam  boilor,  therefore 
has  no  joints  to  open. 


It  consumes  very  little  fuel 


Over  2000  in  use  in  Peoria  alone 


F.MEYER&BRO.  CO.,Agts. 
PEORIA,  ILL. 


mclean  &  holland 
Athletic  Goods 

CATALOG   AT  REQUEST 

CHICAGO  GALESBURG 

BOX  102  BOX  515 

Athletic  Outfitters  to  Bradley  P  ol^techniclnstitute 


C.  H.  Knights -Thearle  Co. 


Columbus  Building 

CHICAGO 


WHOLESALE  JEWELERS 

Diamonds  Watches  Jewelry 

Clocks  Silverware 
Tools  and  Materials 


PUBLISHERS  OF  KNIGHTS  SUPPLY  CATALOG 


Nicholson  Bros. 

Are  Our  Photographers 


They  have  pleased  us 

and  they  will  please  you 


107  SOUTH  JEFFERSON  AVE.,  PEORIA,  ILL. 


CLARKE  &  CO. 

102  and  104  South  Adams  Street,  Peoria,  Illinois 


WATCH  DAILY  PAPERS  FOR 

ALTERATION  SALE 

Our  store  to  be  Remodeled  from  Basement  to  Roof 

CLARKE  &  CO. 


BASTIAN  BROS.  CO. 

Mfg.  Jewelers,  Engravers 
and  Stationers 

CLASS  AND  FRATERNITY  PINS 

ENGRAVED  INVITATIONS 

AND  PROGRAMS 

Class  Pin  Catalogue  forwarded  upon  request 

284  SOUTH  AVE.  ROCHESTER,  N.  Y. 
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! 

GET 

Bradley 
Jewelry  in 
the  Bookroom. 
Latest  designs  in 
Pins,  Fobs,  Paper 
Knives  and  Spoons 
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